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GRACE 


DUTCHESSE 
PORTSMOUTH. 


Eauty (Madam) has received from Nature a Dominion fo pleaſing, 
that Men contend not with more ambition for Empire over their 
own Sex, than ſubjection to Yours. Kings have worn Your Sexes 
Chains with as much pleaſure as their Crowns, and Conquerours 
have followed Your Triumphs with as much delight as they have ſeen their 
own attended by Kings: A Dominion ſo Abſolute, that all Your Com- 


mands are Laws. Indeed Princes who are beloved, ſhall be Abſolute, their: 


Subjects will force Arbitrary Power upon *em : Nothing enfſlaves like Love, 
Force binds our Hands, but Love Captivates our Hearts ; how Abſolute 
then mult Beauty be ? No man yet ever had theWill much leſs the Power to 


Rebel againſt it. They who ſhould ſeek to Depole-it, would begin a Civil 


War in their own Boſoms, and lay waſte and ruinate the moſt delightfu! 


Poſſeſſions of their Minds, And (laſtly) ſo large, that it finds Subietts where 


it finds Men : Its Empire extends as far as Humane Nature, and its Spoils 
are all that's excellent in the whole Creation. But Men claim to be Sub- 
jets of its Empire as the Birthright of Reaſon, and eſteem that (too) as one 
of Reaſon's great Advantages. Beaſts are excluded that Claim 3 cannot 
be naturalized-into that Dominion, for want of the ennoblements of Reaſon. 
Men are exalted to love Beauty by the, ſame faculty which lifts ?em to adore 


Heaven; and there is a kind of Divinity in Beauty, which makes Love to 
be a kind of_Religion : Beauty is certainly the faireſt viſible Image of Di- - 


vinity in the World. The Ancients, therefore, built Temples and Altars 
to it, and ranked . it amongſt Celeftial Powers. We Chriſtians have 
much ado to abſtain from that Idolatry,; however ' we'.pay' it as high 
Honours,; thaugh under other Names. That theſe, Madam, are the Rights 
and Poſſeſſions of Beauty,:-you cannot but know; ' that 'they are therefore 
yours all the World knows, but you. But, Madam, wrong your Beauty 


in your own opinion as much as you pleaſe, you cannot injure it in others ; 
\ the Sun will ſhine though you wink, and you will be Fair, whether you 
"regard it or no.. And, that A have'Empire, how great may ap-- 
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pear by the many and mighty Conqueſts it makes; and in a Nation too 
where you have ſuch numerous and confiderable Rivals for that Dominion, 
{ome perhaps as powerful as any in the World ; You, like the Goddeſs of 
Beauty, gain the Golden Ball, not from humble Mortals, but your fellow 
Goddeſſes, How clear a Title you have to it, I ſhall not ſay, for I ſhall 
not pleaſe you by it, and I ſhall diſpleaſe them: Nothing is ſo hateful ts 
the Conquered as to be upbraided with their Misfortune : But certainly how 
mean an opinion ſoever you have, Heaven has none, of that Workmanſhip 
which he takes care to plant ſuch Lights of Glory round about *to ſhew : 
And though - Nature might have diſcovered you to more advantage in a 
greater Empire, and by brighter Lights of Fortune, yet it proves how fond 
ſhe was of that Fair Idea which ſhe was not able to Conceal. They then 
who admire you, ſhew but their good Manners to Nature and Providence, 
in Commending Nature's Workmanſhip, and Providence*s choice of a Fa- 
vourite, But I fear the wany Fair Ones, over whom you Triumph, will 
think themſelves treated by this Diſcourſe with too much Inſolence ; how- 
ever I am ſure they will not grutch you the few Flowers that a poor Poet 
brings -to ſtrew in your way, eſpecially when they come from Gardens 
warm'd by the luſter of your Favour ; and Watered by Royal Bounty, 
which you caus'd tojbe ſhower®d upon it : Moved to it by no Friends of 


mine ; for I had few ; by no Merits, for I had fewer ; but only by your 


own excellent Mind, How many attractives then have the following Poems 
to excuſe their preſſing into your Preſence ? They attend you not only as 
born in general Vaſlalage to your Beauty, but as Creatures that received life 
from. the concurrence of your Favour. I am now engaging in another 
Theme more ſafe than the former.]I ſhall anger neither Sex by expatitaing on 
an Excellence which will contra& you no envy, your Patronage of Wit, 
that Province you may enjoy without any Tronble from Multitudes of 


Pretenders, you need not fear leſt the Ambitious Great Ones of either 


. Sex Invade you in it. No (Heaven be thanked) we live in an Age where- 

in Men are content to want it, and to let others poſſeſs as much of it as they 
pleaſe : We need no Laws to ſecure us in the Poſſeſſion of that propriety. 
Witty Men indeed do often quarrel with one another about it, becauſe they 
know the value of it ; others think it not worth contending for : Againſt 
it indeed they often ſtrive, and they have reaſon, it treats *em rudely,will 
have no friendſhip no acquaintance with them, will make no court to *em, 
will ſcarcely lend *em a little Sence for common Converſation : This car- 
riage I muſt confeſs is very provoking, eſpecially when to men of Quality. 
They have cauſe to be angry with it, and to revenge themſelves of it, as 
they often ſeck. to do, by thruſting it ont of their own, or any favour 
which might advantage it, ſetting up Faſhions, Dreſſes, or any thing in 
the Room of it. Your Grace then muſt both know. and value the jewel 
-well, which you will take up and wear, when it is not only flung into the 
-Dirt by others, but trod upon. And wear it ſafely you may. Wit may 
dreſs you in all the luſter it has, and never endanger you a blaſting from 
.the faſcinations of envious and malignant eyes. But though by aſcribing this 


.praiſe to yau I diſpleaſe not others, I fear I ſhall your Grace, for by _ 
| tectin 
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tefting a deſpiſed Quality you could not aim at praiſe : Beſides praiſe be- 
Ing one of the vaineft pleaſbres of Mankind, fo excellent a mind cannot nor 
need not delight in,it : You may find fatisfaftion enough at home, you 
need not go abroad for happineſs. And we who place your Statues in our 
Gardens, add no glory to you, only make our own Walks delighted in 
by our ſelves, and frequented by others, which elſe would lye neglected by 
both. I fix then your Grace's Image at this Jewsy/h Temple Gate, to ren- - 
der the Building Sacred, nor can the Jews be angry with ſo Beautiful a 
Profanation and in guiding them to you, they are conducted like their 
Anceſtors to repoſe and happineſs, in the moſt fair ard delightful part 
of the World,, There I ſhall leave %**m, and retire to the Contempla- 
tion of it, no moderate degree of happineſs to one who 1s with ſo much. 


devotion, 


® 
MADAM, 


Your Graces moſt Humule, 


and moſt Obliged Servant, 


JOHN CROWNE, 


The Epiſtle to the READER. 


Reader. 


HE World haning bcen kind to theſe Plays, would not be ſo ungrate- 
ful to requite any of my Judges by giving %m offence, at leaſt if I am 
Jo unnappy as io do it, [| would nvt willingly let it paſs without ſome 
Apologie, I have raiſed up an Hero in theſe Plays, which appears to 

ſome pious Criticks to be an evil Spirit, and makes *em tohave no good Opinion of 
me for having ſuch familiarity with him, There are ſeveral things m his part, and 
particularly in a Scene of diſpute between him and his Miſtreſs, in the third 

AGF in the ſecond Play, which 1 have been requeſted by many,and ſome very conſade- 
rable Perſons not to Print, To comply with *em I baweleft out ſome few things,and 
would willingly have done all, but that on ſecond thoughts I conſidered, the diſ- 
arming my Hero was tacitely to acknowledge him a braver Man than he is, and 
even yield him the better of the cauſe, I therefore tbougbt. it would be fairer dealing 
in the behalf of Truth, which needs no tricks, to expoſe him to all bis advantages, 
fo make the Vidfory of Truth the more glorious, And, Reader, If you will pleaſe 
to peruſe that Scene carefully, you wiil find he ts no ſuch formidable Perſon as 
imagined, and 15 indebted for his Reputation more to others opinion and partiality, 
nan his own jtrength, He makes not one argument againſt Religion, and only 

' evades thoſe that are made for it, as any one of ordinary capacity may eaſily 
diſcover. Indeed his cauſe will admit of no more. I was loth then to cut off no 
leſs than a whole limb of a Wretch, who if he had more Hands than Briareus, 
bad too few to fight againſt Heaven : And certainly whatever I am imagined to 
bave, I ſhewed bim uo great kindneſs in ſending him to ſtorm ſo impreguable a 
Tower,from whence any Child might throw bim down, He might eaſter with Her- 
cules pull up Trees by the Roots, than the notion of a Deity out of the Souls of 
Men. A Notion ſo ingrafted in us, it ſeems a part of us: Let Men ſtrive? 
never ſo much to get at Liberty from it, any hair of their Heads will bold *em. 
To Conclude, if I could have ſaid more for Atheiſm, it argues I bave no great 
kindneſs for a Cauſe I have betray'd ; If I ſaid all I could, I hype no one wi!, 
believe me of an opinion for which I have ſo little to ſay, 

Tins I think may ſuffice to r2cover my Reputation with theſe pious Criticks. 
Before I go home, I muſ} viſit a Lady or two by the way, to pacifie if I can 
their diſpleaſure againſt this Scene alſo. They are angry not at Phraartes Y:- 
gorous talk againſt Religion, but that ſo Vigorous a Man ſhould talk at 
&l; they expedfed on his return from a Vietory, ſomething more pleaſing 
than a Diſpute, I confeſs they know much better than I what - pleaſes 
their Sex; but at this preſent I was ſo unhappy as not to intend to pleaſe *em. 
For having employ'd this and two Heros more, for altnojk ten Ads, is 
nothing elſe but Love, I thought I had given "em enough for reaſonab!: 
Women, and might borrow this Hero to entertain the Men for a minute with; 
a little reaſon, if it were but to give him ſome reſpite to breath: But 1 find 
"tis harder to give ſome Ladies enough than I thought it was, Befides, theſe La- 
dics may conſrder, if they pleaſe, Phraartes makes not love tothnem, but Claro- 
na, to whom a Diſcourſe of Love was not ſo pleaſing as to them, who care t9 
bear noching elſe , ſhe loved to talk of Religion ſometimes, which they never do 


it 
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it ſeems. She would fain convert Phraartes, which they would ne'er have trou- 
bled their heads about ; he on the other hand bad as great a'zeat for ber Body, and 
it concerned his Love as much to gain.her to hu opinions, as it did her Piety to 
gain him to bers; that this very diſpute 1s in purſuance of his Love, removing 
Religion, the main, only, and perpetual Obſtacle that lay in its way. 

But perbaps a man ought not to talk Reaſon in Love : I confeſs fance Love 
has got the ſole poſſeſſion of the Stage, Reaſon has had little to do there ;, that 
effeminate Prince has ſoftned and emaſculated us the Vaſſals of the Stage, The 
Reaſon why the Off-ſprings of the Moderns are ſuch ſhort-liv?d things, 15 becauſe 
the Genti that beget *em aye fo given to Women, they Court nothing but the L4- 
dies Favours, with thein they waſte all the ir ſbrength, whenas the luſkty Ancients 
who. fed on the wholeſome Diet of goud Senſe, and uſed themſelves to the ſtrong 
manly exerciſes of Reaſon, have been the Fathers of Vigorous Iſſue, who have 
lived longer than the oldeſt Patriarchs, and are like to live as long as there are 


 24en. | who am @ Friend both to Love and good Senſe, endeavoured to reconcile 


"em, and to bring Reaſon into favour, not with bopes to Rule; I deſired only to 
procure him ſome little Office in the Stage, but I find it made an uproar, Love 
would not endure ſuch an innovation, it threatncd his ſettled Government ; and 
Reaſon is not at all popular the Ladies knew not what to make of his Conver- 
ſation, and the men generally fleep at it; that I ſee but little bopes of his Pre- 
ferment which I am ſorry for, ſince what Future being I ſhall enjoy, I ſhall 
owe ſolely to him. Titus and Berenice as great Gallants as they have been in 
France, aud as good a ſhew as they have made in England,” have not ſuch a 
ſubſtantial Fortune to maintain them for Future Ages, but I am afraid will be 
reduced to: depend on Phraartes for & livelihood, The whinings of Love, like a 
preity new Tune, pleaſe-for a while, but are ſoon laid aſide, and' never thought 
of more; the ſame Notes perbaps may help to Compoſe another, but the old Air is 
altered, and for ever forgotten. 

But leſt it ſhould be 1magined by this long defence,l ſuppeſe the Plays to be corre@ - 
I acknowledg there are many faults in deſign, which I had no leiſure to mend ;, and 
11any in Words and Phraſes which I bad not Inclinatton. I love not too much 
carcfulneſs in ſmall things, To be exadt in trifles is the buſineſs of a little 
Genius. They therefore who pride themſelves much in their knowledg of Words 
and Phyaſeology, bzaſt of knowing little ;, for thoſe skills appear conſiderable to 
none, but them who know nothing. Something I intended alſo to ſay in Vindication 
of my ſelf from Theft; ſome Perſons accuſed me of Stealing the Parts of Titus 
and Berenice from the French Play written by Mr. Racine on the ſame Subjed? ; 
but a Gentleman having latfly Tranſlated that Play,. and expoſed it to Publick 
ew on the Stage, has ſaved me that labour, and Vindicated me better. than” I 
can my ſelf, 1 would not be aſhamed-to Borrow, if my Occaſions compelPd me, 
from any r#ch Author : But all Foreign Coin muſt be Melted down, and receive a 
new Stamp, if not an adaition of Metal, before it will paſs Current in England, 
and be judged Sterling - That Borrowing or Stealing from Ar. Racine. could 
9% have ſupplied my Occa/zons, but T am not ſo Neceſſitous yet, nor have liyzd 
ets on my ſmall Stock of Poetry, to be put ſo feon to thoſe mijerable 
Jufts, 


The 


The NAMES of the PERSONS 
mn both Plays. 


Titus Veſpaſian. 


Phraartes. A Parthian King, driven out of his Country, by a 
Conſpiracy between the Romans and Parthian Re- 
bels, comes to Feruſalem witha Royal Train ; falls 
in Love with C/aroza, and for her ſake ſtays dur- 


ing the whole Siege. | 
Matthias. High Prieſt, and Governer of Jeruſalem. 
Sagan. His Deputy. 
Phineas. Prince of the Sanhedrim, or Supreme Council of 
: Feruſalem. 
Tiberias. Commander of all the Romany Forces under 7itus 
| Veſpaſian. 
Malchus. King of Aratza, | 
/ Antiochus. King of Comagene, + Allyes to Titus Veſpafran, 
Ard afliſt him with Forces at the Siege of Feru- 
falem. | 
_ A diſſembling Pharifaick Few, made of Matthias's 


Council, but betrays him, and falſly accuſes 
him to the Seditious. | 

Eleazar. A Leader of the Seditious. | 

Monobaſus. Brother to the King of Adiabene, a neighbouring 
Country to Fadea, in love with Queen Berenice. 


Queen Berenice, by Nation a Feweſs; made Queen 
of Judea, and ſeveral bordering Provinces, by the 


Romans. . 

 Clarona, Daughter to Matthias. : 
Semandra. Qu. Berente. 

. Phedra, $ 44 come] a + Clarona, 


Romans, Parthians, Phariſees, &c. 
The 


RY Wor 


The PROLOGUE to the firſt Part, 


: Poet lately by you ſent to Hell 
A Tuftly, as he acknowledg*d when he fell . 
His diſcontented Spirit walks around ' 
This Stage, where he receivd his moreal Wound, . 
Seeking the reaſon why he walks, we find ; | 
"T3 to reveal hid Treaſure left behind ;, p 
Not to build Tombs of honour to his Name, 
But Ranſome us his ſuff "ring Friends from ſhame, 
Some thought becauſe he had not on the Stage, 
Ranted it oft in hufſing Equipage, | | 
Profuſely laviſhd all his wealth away | 
On ſome one lov'd and perhaps jilting Play, 
(As ſome unhappily have done before) 
That living niggardly he died but poor ; 
As if that waſting were the way to gain, 
A Maxime ner*e will within Ludgate reign. 
Two Chiſts of Rubbiſh, which we Bullion call, 
We find of his, our skill indeed is ſmall, | 
Artiſts alone know Mettal in the Ore, | 
But if it Silver prove we ſtill are poor ; ; 
If you Wit"s Senators will judge it Braſs ;* 
Tou may inflead of Gold make Leather paſs, 

> As you have done ſometimes by Soveraign Power. 
Hud if you do, Wit has no Emperour 
To whom he may appeal from your Decrees, | 
?Tis one of Wits ſevereſt deſtimes > Be 
Still by a damwd Republick to be ruÞ2 ; ——— 
Where Men by names of Liberty are fooPd : _ 
Where Vertues are by Vices ſtill emt-brawd, 
And braveſt Men are oft by Slaves enſlawd. 
IVever was born a Monarch yet in Wit, 
And none by force that Throne cow4d ever ger, 
Though Uſurpation all of you deſign, 
And every Senator*s a Cataline. be... 
Keep theſe great Plots among your own high Tribe, 
But do not Slaves for Senators preſcribe ? 
Poets are Slaves, who but for your delight, 

 Toil in the Muſes Gardens day and night. 

If blood you love, then ſtab ſome living Slave ; 


Let this dead wretch lie quiet in his Grave. 
wy A SONG 


A 


SON 


.TO BE 


Sung by Lewes at the Temple Gates, 
on the opening of the Scene. 


D Ay is diſmounted on the watry Plain, 

And Evening aoes begin to fold 
Up Light*s rich Cloth of Gold, 

And Nature's Face the Night begins to ſtain. 
Holy Angels round us keep, 
While our Senſe diſſolves m.ſleep. 
While the half of us is dead © LIE. ; 
Let the living balf belead . KM 1 
To your Gardens, to your Bowers, | 
Where you paſs your pleaſing hours. 
Treat within your beau nly Temes | 

Tour Brethren Spirits thus #n ſtate 
While they wait | 

The leiſure of their ſlumbring Senſe. 


THE 
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ACT 3 SCENE I 


The Curtain drawn, the Brazen Gates of the Temple pear Huſick. 1s heard 
within, * Above, without the Temple, as in the qa; Conrt, behind 
#mlded Lettic:s, appear Quten Berenice and Clarona at their Devotion. 


Enter Phraartes ad Monobazus. 


A! 'at Devotion ſtill ? Can thetir*d Air 
Obtain no truce from Sacrifice and Prayer ? 
Yh:y are importunate, with their great FRwers 
They let him ſcarce epj-y onequiet hour 5 
But ply him ſtil} wi. Sacrifice {0 faſt, | 
He's Cloy'd with 1c, ere he GgtSen the laſt. 
Theſe are gay Splendid follies! ; 
Monob. Sometiiin®s more, : 
If we own Gods; 2 muſt thoſe Gods adore, 
Phra. "Tis true | 4nd Heavendoes in no place appear, 
Treared with ſuch M-- ili as here. 
Adonob. I like it wce:! 
Phra. And b, for | confeſs © 
Were | a God | would e#i o&t'n0 leſs. 
Bur this Romantick T2. © Gods and Fate, 
Takes well, and is a utetu! *rt of Srzte, = 
Which the fond world i::t0 4:6 ;:Ction-brings. 
Monob, Since you diſpute a Power Supream to Kings, 


hes Gods may in your Age gh 7-7 22 1, \ 
Phraar. 


Phra. 


% 


2 The DESTRUCTION Part 1. 
Phraxr, None— Or if any, the Slaves Worſhip me, 
Though now a Villain does prophane my Throne 
But his baſe blood. ſhall ſoon his guilt attone : 
But you, who ſo devout-and grave wou'd ſeem, 
With whom theſe Powers are in ſuch great eſteem, 
Who are your Heavenly Lords ? 
Monob, We proſtrate fall 
To our own Gods alone ; but rey*rence all. 
And if weerr *cison the ſafeſt hand ; | . 
All own ſome Power that does the World Command: 
Even mighty Rozze bows to Celeſtial Powers. 
Phraar. She does —- but lower to her Emperors: 
But (ah / my Friend !) thou haſt reviv?d my ſhame, 
My blood is fir®d at that inſulting name. 
But all her Idols ſhall my Chains repent, 
Ple make her Gods and her leſs infolent. V. 
Aonob. Since to this place you did your Fortunes guide, 
Your envious Stars bave ſeem'd to Change their fide : 
The glorious things you in ſhort time have done 
Have this throng*d City's Admiration wone. 
they Idolize your name, and boaſt with Pride, 
To their great Race of Kings youare allyd. 
Exalted hopes they on your Valour build, 
Look to have Prophecies in you. fulfill d. 
Phraar. 1 ſmall reſpects ſhou'd to my Kindred pay, 
Did not Imperious Love command my ſtay. 
Aſonob. The ſame inſulting power confines me here, 
And ſee, our lovely Goddeſles appear. 
| [Both turn towards the Temple, 
Phraar. Divine Clarona! 
AMonob. And the beautious Queen ! | 
Phraar, Kneel, to whom Gods might on their Knees be ſeen. 
Ill-manner*d Powers; with a regardleſs Eye, 
Can you behold ſuch beauty proſtrate lye ? | 
A1onob, How bright a Viſion entertains my Eyes, [aſeae. 
Whilſt I am doom'd to endleſs miſeries ? 
Like one ſhut out from Heav?n, the glories there 
Torment his ſight, and add to his deſpair. 
Phraar. Vle raiſe *em up; for I reſentments feel, 
That Creatures ſo Divine ſo long ſhould kneel. 
[Proffers to go, and is ftopt by Monobazus, 
Atonob. Hold! they are now on ſome uncommon Rite, : 
To which this Evening they their Gods invite : 
Queen Berenice (who not by birth alone, 
As their Kings Daughter, claims the Few;ſhþ Throne ; 
Bur as ſucccſſour to her Brother ſlain, 
O'ce mapy neighbouring Proviaces does Reign ; , > 
| | An 


Part I. sf JERUSALEM. 3 
” And by her beauty rules both them and Rome!) | 
Is lately from Yeſpaſiar's Army come, - 
1a part'to tender her loſt Nation peace, 
And take their humble State in its diſtreſs, 
To the protection of her conquering Eyes, 
And parily for the great Solemaities 
Theſe devout Tribes to their dead Kindred pay, 
If their own Laws and Cuſtoms they'l obey. 
Phraar. ?Tis fit they ſhould, chiefly when Princes dye, 
Kings ſhould not ſleep without Solemaity. | 
AMonob. For this ſome time ſh” as in Ferns? lem ſtaid ; 
Mean while the Croud, by frantick Rebels ſwai'd, 
From their own Governors and Prieſts revolt, _ 
Andevery moment the Queens Life af[ault. 
This, Royal Sir, you by experience know, 
For to your Sword ſhe does her ſafety owe. | 
Phraar. Rather to yours, brave Friend, that honour's due ! 
I only ſeek in Fame to Riyal you. 
AMonob, You're to your own unjuſt. But now the Queen, 
Who the whole time has rudely treated been, 
Weary'd with Clamours and Deyotion too, 
Has thoughts of bidding them and Heav*a adieu: * 
Some ſay to Night ſhe'll towards the Camp repair, 
And take her leave of Sacrifice and Prayer. 
Howe”re ſhe now does her laſt Offerings make, 
Whilſt from thejr Oracles they Counſel take. 
Phraar. Valour's the only Oracle of War ! 
Let *em ask that, and their vain Altars ſpare. 
But the great Ceremony does conclude ; 
When Gods retire, poor Mortals may intrude. 


The Gates open, and Matthias, Sagan, and another Prieſt come ont of the 
Santtuary, Lond Muſique plays. Phineas, John, Phariſees enter oz one de 
of the Stage, Queen Berenice and Clarona or the other, Matthias whiſpers 
John ard the Phariſees, who :mmediately after go off. Phraartes avd Monoba- 
Zus addrefs themſelves in dumb ſhew to Claroga and Berenice. The Muſique at 
length ceaſes, and Matthias thus ſpeaks to the Qeeen, 


Matth. Now, Madam, we with ſolemn thanks muſt own, 
The Royal pity t6 your Nation ſhown : 
You from the ſtormy Cloud that hoyers o're 
This Town, deſcend like a relenting Power, 
Into your ſacred Guardianſhip to take 
A diſtreſt place, which Earth and Heaven forſake : 
But ofs, as when the fatal hour draws nigh 
Of ſome great Man, whom pain compels to dye, 


His ſtrugling powers with ſcorn their ſentence take, And 
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And *mongſt themſelves do a Rebellion make : 
Then on his own diſtorted Limbs does ſeize, 
And there chaſtiſe weak Nature*s Cowardiſe: 


"But thinks the while, he has with Monſters fought, 


And horrid ſhapesare in his fancy wrought ; | w 
So in diſtracting pangs our Nation lyes, 

Asif depriv?d of ſence with Miſeries. 

Tearing it ſeIf, and haunted with a Fiend 

That does to Zeal and Piety pretend 

And fills their cheated thoughts with Axes, Rods, 
Chains, Death, andall the Liſt of Heathen Gods : 
Thatevery thing j is a falſe God they ſee, 

A:id all they do is Zcal and Piety ; E 
But if the hated Name of #:m2 theythrar, 

Then they in irantick Agontes appear : 

Rending the Air witha fanatick Cry 


Of Tyrants, Rome, new Gods, Idolatry. 


Phine. Yes, Madam, this is our. unhappy fate; 4 
Nay, all that Rome adores thcy ſo much hate, 
They fly at you, *cauſe your commanding. Eyes, 
Are great Jes, 7aws Gods and Deitinies: 
Ang if what ne adores they can prophane, 
They boaſt as1f they had a Dagon ſlain. 

© Bere. Yes, 1 their zeal to wy diſhonour prove, 
They boldly would preſcribe me whom to love : 
I not alone muſt quit a glorious State, . 
AnU all the Crowns that on my psſſion wait ; 


But the whole power of Love | muſt repeal, 


To pleaſe I know not what fantaſtique zeal. 
I love, and long have lov'd; nor connt'it ſhame 
if to the World my paſſion [ proclaim, 


For therenown of him 1 love, may hide 


A Princels bluſhes, and excuſe her pride, 
onob. Oh! My ſtab'd heart! What killing words I hear ! ! 
What corturing pangs mult 1 in ſilence bear ? [. Apa, 
Phraar. Oh ! Divine Muſic ique ! ! kearken faireſt Saigt! To Clarona. 
When will your Angel-voice"thy Ears enchaat | 
With ſuch a Song might raviſh Gods or Kings, 
And make the Crowing Cupids clap their Wings? 
Claro. When from all goodneſs I my thoughts remove, 
Then Heay?n perhaps may puniſh me with Love. | 
Phraar, Oh! May you aſſume to ſuch a IP with peed, 
The Gods may in your puniſhment exceed! 
Be ſo ſevere, no heart that ere deſpigd. ©. - Meg Ip 
The Sacred power of love was ſo chaſtigd. CR Th 
©. Bere. And now their frenzy at a paſſian Diet TEES 
In Fees more than in Arms; their fatzty.11 ligs:.. - NP cats wag2-1ve Palin = 


 Part'T. of JERUSALEM, mM n -4 


One ſmile of mine can Ceſar more ſubgues... F. 
Than the whole Univerſe in Arms £9.96 : *-:: 220188 
Yetis my Life in ſo much danget het * 
Each hour ſome barbarous aſſault I fe 
Nay, coming guarded with a ſlender Train, ir 
1 had, on my approach to Town, been ſlain 
Bya fierce Ambuſh for my Chariot laid, 
Had not my Angel guided to my _ + mw: 
This generous Prince unknown, whoever ſince Pt To Monob, 
Has {till ewploy'd his Sword in my defence, - | | 
And to the King | grateful muit appear, * [Turning toPhraar. 
_— Sword obliges me with ſafety here. | 
Sag. To King Phraartes*s Sword our lives, our "0 
Altars and Temples their proteCtion own! oe 
Phraar. Beauty and Gods to worſhip men pretend, 
And what they worſhip they ſhould {till defend ; 
And they alike in my proteCtion.ſhare, +, ;- 1 y 
Becauſe they equally defenceleſsare. 
Matth. Well, Madam, fine our Crowds thus rude appear, 
We are unworthy of your preſence here. 
But now the Feaſt of Paſſover draws nigh, 
The yearly triumph of Diyinity ; 
When to his Temple all our Tries repair | 
From every Nation, where they ſcatter'd are; 
To found his praiſe, and at his Altars, wait, 
The old Deliverance to commemorate : 
When our good Angel Ezypr”: firſt-born ſew, 
And all our Tribes from bondage drew.s -2 
And through retiring Seas a paſſage wage, +: 
Whilſt Kiogs and Elements our Powers .obey'd.;. 
This Feaſt we hope youll with your Preſence grace, " 
The chief remain of all our Royal Race. .- ; 
Q. Beren. I gladly would to Heav? —_ Teibuts pay 
But great Afﬀairs will not admit my ſtay - * 
Part of my ſolemn Invitation here: + © -;;- ty 
Was the due honour I the Memory hear / +43 ,c 1; 4 ot > | 
Of King Agrippa, my dear Brother flaſOss 122007 541 
Of our high blood the hope 2nd great remain; 
Whoſe Royal life by fatal hogour loſt, 
Your State a Friend, and me this ſorrow colt. . 
Monob, Gods ! how 1 tremble.at the words L h:ar, ; [Hjide;. 
Little thinks ſhe his Murd*rer ſtands fo near. : | | 
And leſs that her fair Eyes revenge. his Blood, 
EY non his heartby whom he was ſubdu*d. . 
Q. Beren, When I the Royal Body can obtain, 
© From thoſe with whom it Captive does remain, 
Here in ſome Tomb, that does deyoutly keep 


Ons 
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Our Fathers Sacred Aſhes, it ſhall ſleep : . 
Mean while in Honour of his Royal Name, 
To pay my Vows and Offerings here 1came ; 
And now my publick Mourning days expire, 
My own affairs command me to retire : 
But whereſoere I ſhall my progreſs bend, 
Your Laws and State have an Excernal Friend, 
Phraar. And whereſoe're I this bright Beauty ſee, [ro Clarona. 
That place ſhall more than Sacred be to me. 
Matth. My Daughter, Sir, you too much Honour ſhow. L£to Phraartes. 
For what your bounty, Madam, would beſtow, 
We pay our thanks, but we have all decreed, 
We in Feruſaler?s defence will bleed. 
We think we War againſt the Gods of Roe, 
And all that dye have Crowns of Martyrdome : 
But though we Roman Gads and Tyrants hate, 
To your Commands we gladly bow our State - 
And the ſmall time you ſtay command as Queen, 
With all the ſtate our Kings have treated been. 
[Guards for the King and Qucen, Bs aha, 
Matth, Now with Heavens praiſes we the day haye clos'd, F 
Some hours in Counſel might be well diſpos'd; _ 
For though we have ſuppreſt the Rebels powers, 
And cloſe confin'd them in their Vaults and Towers, 
"Tis ſaid to Edom they?ve for aid addreſt, | 
To ſave poor Saints by Tyranny oppreſt. 
And fifteen thouſand Arbiters of. State 
Are on their March, the bus'neſs to debate: 
But though we ſlight theſe Advocates defence, 
We yet may fear our Pris*ners Inſolence : 
Therefore their angry minds a while to pleaſe, 
I ſenta Train of deyout Phariſees, 
The only men the Zealots now adore, 
Led too by Fobn our new-made Counſellor, 
To ask with mildneſs what is their intent * 
Phir. Yes, but I wiſh you better Men had ſent: 
'r, Sir, in ſhort, your Connſels are betray'd, 
hn and the Phariſees unite their Aid 
'o undermine your power ; the Phariſees 
Their own revengeful humour to appeaſe, 
Becauſe of Jate you wiſely, Sir, have checkt 
The pride and growth of that uſurping Sect. 
Sag. Andth? other Trator by deſigns like theſe 
To creep in power by unperceiv'd degrees : 
For which he does all Villany contemn, 
He fawas on us, and thea he prays with them. 
| To 


To every Art and ſubtlety he flies, | | 
Them he deludes with Prayers, and us with lies. 
The holy Place he viſits every hour, 

But *tis to whiſper in the Rebels Tower ; 

What we coſult, where to deceive the Rout, 
He is at once both perjur®d and devout : 

And does at onee both Parties Cheat and pleaſe, 
Out-faces us, out-whines the Phariſces ; 

Who ſee his ſubtle Crafts, yet truſt him ſtil}, 

In love to falſhood and his dextrous skill, 

Matth. All theſe Myſterious CharaQters Pye read, 
And ſeen the lurking Treachery that's hid 
In humble fawnings, and in firce pretence 
To each punctilio of obedience. 

For Pm aſſur'd their Treacheries infus?d 

Thoſe Falſe ſurmiſes, which the Crowd abug'd ; 

But they ſhall find I ſo much Treaſon hate, 

From Foes and Traytors too Ile guard the ſtate ; 

But they return | [Enter John and two or three Phariſees. 
* Fob. No hopes or means their furies to diſlwade ? 

Phin. Diſſembling Villain, were by thee betray?d. 

Foh. Ich? name of injur'd Piety I'd know 
On whom youall theſe foul reproaches throw ? 

Phin. On thee, and that falſe Tribe, who on pretence 
Of rigorous Piety and nice Innocence, 

Craftily all our Intereſts devour, 

And whine themſelves into Eſteem and Power ; 

Caſting ſuch Miſts before the Peoples eyes, 

That none but they are thought devout or wile : 

Then when they have made the Crowd our pow*r contemn, 
We muſt be {ilent, or depend on them. 

Joh. Sir, ſuch has bin my Service to the State, 

That 1diſdain to bring it in debate, 

And therefore ſhall not offer a reply 

To ſucha falſe injurious Calumny, 

But though my wrongs I can with patience bear, 
Methinks my zeals a little moy*d to hear 

Theſe good and pious Men reproacht —— nay more, 
Zeal and Religion wounded on their ſcore. 

1. Phari. You're bold, and know not whom you diſ-reſpect. 

Phin. Yes pious Sir, ?Tis an Imperious Set, 

Wherewith our Land has ſwarm*d. Three Hundred Years 
Whoſe pride in your diyiding name appears : | 
You by the Stile of Phariſees are known ; : 
Proud Separatiſts who common Saints diſowa : 

And (as if you were of Diviner Birth) 

The reſt you ſtile the people ef the Earth, 


Sap. : | ; 
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Sag. From theſe in proud contempt your Sect with-draw, 
For your Seraphick lives correct the Law : | 
And your CompleCtions are ſo Nice and Fair, 
You're fick, if you but taſt a ſinners Prayer. 
But Gentiles with ſuch Nauſeous Zeal you fly, 
As if the fight of them defiPd your eye: 
And thus our Peoples hearts and wealths you ſteal ; 
Murder and Rob with Loyalty and Zeal; 
And the fond Crowd into Rebellion draw ; 
Abuſe our State, our Altars, and our Law. 
Phin, And thou falſe Traytor, doſt us all delude, [T0 John, 
Both us, the Rebels, and the Multitude. | 
Fohn, Row! I delude ! 
Phin. Yes; we haveRead the ſenſe 
Of all your Fawnings, Prayrs and Diligence : 
Such as falſe Fiends in aftive Duty pay 
To cheated Souls, on whom they hope to prey. 
Moſt wondrous kind and ready at each call, 
Intending to betray and Dam *%em all, 
Mattb, Yes $you have not alone your truſt betray'd, 
But falſe Conſtructions on my Councils made, 
As if to Rome | would my Country yield, 
That by its fall I might my Greatneſs build : 
A Crime | ſo much ſcorn 
I would not ſel] the Stones on which I tread, 
For all the Crowns upon Yeſpaſiars head - 
And now leſt Juſtice ſhould your Crimes prevent, 
You tothe Edomires for Aid have ſent : 
Bur if they ſhall preſs arm'd within the Gate, 
Vle treat ?em here, as Enemies to th? State. 
And then to ſhew how I their force deſpiſe, 
I will the Rebels in their ſight Chaſtiſe. 
Fohn. Ha! are my Arts and Policies deſcry*d ? | [Afrge. 
| mvſt defend what ?tis in vain to hide. IRA 0 
Havel in your afliſtance wept and pray*d ? 
And now muſt all your guilt og me be lay'd ? 
This I deſerve from Providence *tis true, 
But *tis ungrateful wickedneſs in you. | 
Yet I, Heaven knows, did truth and peace intend, 
But means ſhould be as holy as the end : 
But in this Treaſon Vle nolonger ſhare, 
Fle to my ſhame the Myſtery declare. + - | 
Tis truth, my Friends, what theſe bad men have ſaid, [To rhe Phariſees. 
Pm an\[mpoſtor, youare all betray'd : | 
| promis'd Peace; but you are ſold to Rome, 
Defend your Altars, Lives, the Komars come. 
Dark Compadts with Idelaters are made, 
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And they are haſt*ning to theſe Tyrants aide, | 
Who to ſecure the Power they ſo much prize, 
Toall the Roman Gods will Sacrifice, - 
Matth. Unheard of Impudence ! the Fiends that fly 
Ph? Air will ſhout at this amazing lye, | 
1 Phay. *Tistruth!- and in the Holy Cauſe we'll dye. [API draw. 
To Arms! to Arms! Tyrants ! Idolatry ! | 
Matth. Hold, you deluded men'! what frantick Rage 
Has ſciz'd you all ? for what would you engage ? 
2. Phar, Weto our Laws and Altars will be true. 
Matth. And to the Gold about the Altars too. 
1. Phar, That falſhood ſoon ſhall by our Swords be ſhewn. 
' Matth. You'll guard it from all Rapine but your own. ; 
[.4» Alarm without. 
But Hark ! the City's fill'd with new Alarms ! 
Cloſe all the Gates. —— The news ? 
Levit, To Arms, to Arms ! 
The Edomites are coine ! we're all in blood, 
Queen Bererice is aſſaulted by the Crowd, 
| Who as ſhe paſt beſet her Chariot round, 
Where your fair Daughter has receiv'd a Wound. 
At which the Parthian King made all give way, 
And had his God entreated would not ſtay ; 
But with five hundred followers of his own, 
Aſſiſted by his Friend the brave Unknown, | 
Plung*din the Throng, whilſt both from Tow'rs and Walls 
To the 1dumean Troops a Rabble calls, 
Crying ſave us, ſave Jeruſalem, and aſliſt 
Your Brethren, *gainſt a proud uſurping Prieſt. 
Phin, The Treaſon's out ! now levs the Traytors ſeize. 
HMatth, Theſe are the Grand Seducers! fall on theſe. | 
[Phineas and the Guard chace John and the 
| Phariſees off the Stage. 
Matth, Now, haſte to th* Edomztes without the Gate, [70 Sagan, 
And tell *em they the impiods pleaſures wait | 
Of Thieves, who Rob what they pretend to Guard'z 
And would their Aid with Sacriledge reward - 
If on-fair Terms they to depart deny, | 
Defend the Gates and with your Darts reply. - [Ex. Sagan. , 
And now 1, guarded by the ſole defence . | 
Of theſe bleſt Robes and my own innocence, 
Will to theſe Fayourites of Heav*n, to know 
W hat new Credentials they bave now to ſhow. * 
For theſe- proud Men their own Commiſſions Seal, 
And place their ſole Authority on Zeal. 


1 Matthias goes out, and the Temple Gates 
are clo?d, and 4 Guard plac'd, ; 
C | __ 


| [Enter a Levite, 
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ACT 1I. SCENE I. 
After Claſhing - and Shouts without. 


Enter Phineas and a Levite. Scene a Street. 


And fill the Streets with Joyful ſounds of Praiſe, 

The Parthian King with the brave unknown Prince, 
Men that ſeem dropt from Heav*a for our defence, 
Have chas'd the Rebels to their Vaults and Towers ; 
As Storms drive flying Billows to the Shores. 

Lev. The King's great Soul wants but the light Divine, 
To make it every way with Glory ſhine. 
But ſee, the Train approach the Pallace Gate, 
Whilſt joyful Crowds on their Preferver wait: 


Enter Phraartes> Monobazus, Matthias, Queer Berenice, Clardna, 
Semandra, Phedra, Guards, Two or Three Priſoners. 


- Phia. bp a" News !—— Let usour Voices raiſe, 


Phraar, You lift your Swords againſt a King; from whence 
Has your baſe Spirits all this infolence ? CTo Priſoners. 
You ſordid Villains at the beſt are made 
For the low Earth, on which a King ſhould Tread. 
By the mean Victory my Swerd has gain'd, 
I have my ſelf and Dignity profan'd : 
And can my ſelf no Expiation make, 
Leſs on their Altars I Revenge ſhould take : 
Which I forgive! - Bur Drag theſe Slaves away; 
With ſpeed out of your Monarchs fight, and lay 
T heir ſervile Necks beneath the Bigh Prieſts Feet, 
Let him diſpoſe of em as he thinks meet, 


Guard carries them to Matthias, 
| whilſt Phraartes twrzs to. Clar. 

Phraar. Fair injur*d Power ! What Offcring ſhall I make? 2's 1 

Theſe I diſdain to give, and you to take ; 

*T were Sacriledge deſigning to appeaſe 

Your apger with whole Hecatombs of theſe : 

So many Princes at your Feet ſhonld lye, 

And at your Sentence elther live or dye, 

Bowe're a Royal SacrificeI bring, 

Thc Flaming Soul of a Love-wounded King. 
Clar, Great Prince! The Joy 1 in your Triumphs find 

Has morealready than appeas'd my mind. | 

For though I know not Love, and any Flame, 


But that of Pure Devotion, mult diſclaim : 
.” Yet 
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Yet for the Gerrous and truly brave 

Of all Religions a Friendſhip have 

And asfor others I my Prayers employ, 

For your great Soul 1 ?d be content to dye, 

And oh / how rich an Offering w would it be 


To Heaven, which you thus vainly niake to me, 


Phraar. Oh! tell not meof Heavn arid Powers above, =  ** 
Theres no Elizium but Clarona's Love. Gn 

Claro. To a poor Shrine you'offer your regard, - | _ 
Where you muſt take Devotion/for reward. Os Ag 


Aonob, Madam you crown with undeſerved Praiſe | 
A Courage you did both inſpire and raiſe. ONS. 
Q. Beren, | but my ſenſe of gatitude would ſhew, es wo 
For what your Valour, Sir, did .twice beſtow; 
Nor can the breath by your defence enjoy*d, 
Be better ſure than in your praiſe employ'd. 
Matth, Go, and abuſe the Liberty I give, 
*Gainſt him, by whoſe indulgence now you liye. a 
Not all the wrong I from your hate indure, 
Shall one revengeful deed from me procure; 
As fellow Servants of one Lord above, 
You ſhall enjoy my pity and my Love- 
But yet1 will empale my Mafters Ground, 
And from the rotten Sheep protect the ſound. 
1. Phar, We'll do the ſame, and Guard them from the' Power 
Of wicked Shepherds, who the Flock deyour.” 
Aatth. Theſe men Heaven's Favourites themſelves repute, 
And then as ſuch noge mult their Power diſpute. 
[Priſoners are di/miff, and Matth. twrns to phraar, and Monob. 
Now, valiant Princes, we muſt pay to you 
The publick Triumphs which to both are due z 
And to the Mighty Parthian King, who ſprings 
Of Jewiſh blood by a long Race of Kings, 
Let the great Shades of al} who wore this Crown, 
For their ſav'd Monuments his' Valour own. 
And now the Stars their twinckling Fires diſcloſe, 
And night approzching ſummons to repoſe, 
Lex Guards theie Royal Perfons wait with care, 


Who both my Gueſts and my Protectors are. 
[They all go out attended with a Guard, except Matthias and 


Phineas, who ſtay, And Enter the Sagan. 
Matth. Now, what from Edom ? will they ſtay or: Fly ? 
_ our Indulgence or our Valour try ? 
Sag. They are Reſoly'd to:gnard the Rebel Crue : 
Till you free then, or elſe the Romans you. 
Matth, And dothey know on whoſe deſigns they wais ? 


Sag: © 
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Sag. They Stile *em Saints and Guardians of the State : 
Till they are free'd they*l not our Walls forſake, 
But ſend for Wives and a Plantation make. 

Set Javelins till they grow, 'whoſe Martial ſhade 
Shall ſerve for Shelter, and for Ambuſcade. | 

Matth, Now it is plain, theſe /d#-mearns came 
To add freſh Brands to our domeltick flame ; 
And on pretence our Tumults to appeaſe, 

To ſhare with Thieves in Publick Robberies. 
But Vie ſee well to all the Guards to night, 

And if to morrow the bold Edorire, 

In Thieves defence, to face our walls ſhall dare, 
Their Martial Plants unpleaſant Fruit ſhall bear. 


| | (Ex. omnes. 
SCENE II. The Palace. 


Enter Queen Berenice and Semandra. 


Seman, Come, Madam, pleaſe to reſt, this ſilent Night 
Kind ſleep does to her Bowers our ſenſe invite. 
©. Ber, Let the ſoft thing to dying Lovers go, 
And on deſparing Minds her Balm beſtow. 
The Joy the happy. hour*s approaching near, 
When | muſt leave my dull Devotion here, 
And on Loves wings to my Yeſpaſiar fly, 
Tranſports my Soul to. ſuch an Extaſie, 
That with an, Empire's price ſhould not be bought, 
T he ſingle pleaſure of one flying thought. 
Tell me, Semarara, doſt thou not eſpy 
A New delightful Spirit in my eye 
Does not my chearful blood its Revels take, 
Ard often in my Cheeks freſh Sallies make ? 
S&nan. Ah, Madam! your triumphant Beauties wear 
G!ories too bright for my weak eyes to bear. 
©. Beren. Be gone! thou Paint®ſt me in a Flattering Dreſs. 
Seman. Rather, no Tongue your Beauties can expreſs. 
[Qucen Beren, pulls out a Glaſs and Looks in it, 
©. Beren, Indeed my Glaſs will needs obliging be, 
I fear th? unfaithful thing takes part with thee. 
Semaznd. By all that's fair it does its truſt betray, 
Nor half the beauties it receives repay. | 
©. Beren, Nay, | confeſs Pm pleas'd : for I muſt own 
I was half weary of Devotion grown, 
What with the grief of my dear Brother's blood ! 
What with the Clamours of the fooliſh Crowd ; 


Who 
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Who their own ſafety madly. will. oppoſe ; _ _ 
What with Impatience too at length to cloſe . 
Theſe ſeven long Weeks of grave Devotion bere, 
Which did to me a tedious Age appear, 
I was ſo tir! d——that now the time is gone, 
Methinks my eyes another Air put on $ 
And lay their Penitential looks aſide, 
With all the Joy of a young ſmiling Bride. 
Semand, Nay ! Madam ! never yet in any Face, 
Triumphing Love appear*'d with ſo much Grace. 
But you have often promis'd to relate 
Your Loves 3 how long ſhall my 1mpatience wait ? 
Q. Ber, I have not Fancy rich enough t* explain, 
Half. the Delights that Story does Contain, 
»T was on a great Triumphant Day at Rome, . 
When all the Adoration Gods aſſume, . 
Or Flattering Prieſts aſcribe to Powers Divine, 
When with uncommon Flames their Altars fhine, - 
Was to the young Victorious 73tss paid, OT 
When he through Rome a pompous Entry made. 
It were too dull and tedious to diſplay 
The bright and various ſplendors of that Day, 
Young Titus Fame ne*re ſpoke him half ſo fair ! 
Men Gaz'd with envy, Women with Deſpair. 
We who, the King gur Father lately dead, 
By Rebels chac*t, to Kome's proteCtion fled, 
Were then SpeCtators there= 
Serand. Yeur Stars were kind ; 
For to this mighty Fate you were deſign'd. 
©. Ber, And from us all this vote his meen did gain, - 
That we had never ſeen a braver Man : 
I felt my heart a ſecret Flame poſfleſs, ; 
Bit thought my Eyes ſecur*'d my Heart ſucceſs. 
Tho? Roman Ladies did my Rank contemn, . 
At leaſt my Beauty might contend with them. 
And fo it prov*d; for the whole time he ſtaid, 
His ſole Addreſs was at my Altars made : 
Which they reſented with ſuch ſcorn, and pride, 
Some rag'd with madneſs, ſome with envy dy'd. 
But, oh my Stars! how pleas'd was I to ſee 
. My Beanty thus revenge my Qualicie, 
Semand, Oh Heaven! that I that Vifory had ſeen | © 
And from that time your Joys have dated been ? 
©. Her. Net to relate how off th? imperial Groves 
And Gardens bave been Witneſs of our Loves, 
Eternal Vows in their delightful ſhade, - 
With an entire Exchange of Hearts, were made. - 


me” - 


But is the brave young King content with theſe ? 


4. The DESTRUCTION Part J, 


Semand. Since which your Stars, propitious to your Love, 


Did in few Months ewo Emperors remove, 
That old /eſpaſiar to thav Glory choſe, 
No rigorous Laws your Paſſion: might oppoſe ; 


And if thoſe Rites he®il ſtubboraly Maintain, 
Few Months will period the old Monarchs Reign: 

Q. Ber. Name not the Empire z Power I contemn, 
?Tis Love I ſeck, I ſcorn the Diedem. 

. Semand, But hark! Delicious ſounds that way deſcend, 
The Parthian King's fair Miſtreſs they attend. [HMnfeck within, 
O. Ber. Sent by the King, no queſtion, and deſign'd 
To chaſz ſad thoughts from her too Penſive mind. 

That Divine Creature always is above, 
Nothing below can her atiention move. 

Semand, Madam, ſhe always like a Flame aſcends, 
From Heaven lhe caine, and towards Hearn ſhe tends ; 
And kas fo ſmall conceras for things below 
She never yet was ſecn to change her Brow. 

Sometimes indeed ſhe has let fail a Tear, 
But *twas when others griefs ſhe chance?t to hear. 
Her own are into Bowers and Temples made, 
And there ſhs Sings as in ſome pleaſant ſhade. 
©. Ber. She far excels the happy Minds above : 
But cannot her fair Soul deſcend to Love ? 
Semand, Yes, as the Saints do in the other ſtate; 
Or Guardian Angels thoſe on whom they wait ? 
©. Ber. Such ſublime Friendſhips may Devotion pleaſe : 


Semand. Madam, I doubt he aims at ſomething more, 
And it is ſaid he ne're lov'd ſo before; 
He looks upon her as ſome Heavenly thing, 
And doubts if he ſhould Love or Incenſe bring ? 
Q. Ber. Well ; my Complexion is not ſo Divine, 
More of this droſſy Earth is mixt with mine—— 
But King Phraartes comes, let us away, . 
And ſtrive to haſten on th? approaching Day. 
Which with the View of hint ſhall Feaft my ſight, 
Who is both mine and all the World's delight. | [Exi#, 


SONG ſwg within, - 
Hf hence, thou vain fantaſtick._ fear | 


Of Ills to come, we know not where ; 
Stand not with thy Infernal Face 
To fright my Love from my embrace ; 
To what a height ſhowd we love on, 


Wert thou and all thy Shadows gone ? * 


Sigh, 


. : ' ia the kt 3 a> 
PR Res AE. > , # 


N ſtr. att oat i, Pong ene bio eee ea dS I ons MITES o 
» RE NR " FA , LL bo... We T4 ft THe - Lf * SOS - _ jo , £9. 
WF 7 0p» P ” PACE. -v, Ls 5 Es poets "2 ed Is } g 4298. ws, : k Fl - 

_— ”_ ) , , ;- 4 4 -- 

x ox. t# 7 CD - % > N 2 ” } : 
* 3% - - 1 is Sb =. * 33 _ | 
; | © 0 | | | | . 
Fy 
* 


' Sigh, froh:110 more, nor cry forbear p 
"Tis = ker muſt nul; hay Es t 
If ſin-canin theſe Pleaſures dwell, 
If this canbe the Gate of Hell, 
' No Fleſh can hold from eniring in ; 
Heaven muſt forgive ſo ſweet a ſin, 


| Down, down ſhe does begin to fall, 
_ | And now the Shadows _— all ; 
And now the Gate is ope to bliſs, 
And now Pm enter'd Paradiſe ; 
Whilſt envying Angels flock to view, 
Hnd wonder what it is we dee. 


Emer Phraartes, Monobatzus. 


Phraar, Ah Friend ! My heart here in an Ambuſh Iyes, 
Pm wounded by a Spirit in diſguiſe. A | 
A thing compog?d of Prayer, whom if I wed, 
Some Incenſe Cloud muſt be our Nuptial bed. | 

; | [Mon. is Penſrve, and ſeems not to regard Phra. 
But ha! My Friend in grief! Shall I complain, 
Of his unkind retirements ſtill in vain ? 
Morob, Sir, you have many forrows of your own, 
And to add mine would be unkindly done. 
Phraar. | many ſorrows? Thou miſtak'ſt the name, ' 
«Too fierce reſentments of my injur'd Fame. 
That after many a glorious Victory, z5 
When Keme with Terrour did my Valour try, 
That a bolt Villain ſhould his King berray, 
And bolder Rome ſhould give my Crown away ; 
Are wrongs for which not I, but Rowe ſhall grieve, 
Who ſoon ſevere Correction ſhallreceive. 

Monob. 1 do not doubt but your great Soul's above 
The Power of Fate, but can you Conquer Love ? | 

Phraar., Thou fiad'ſt the only weakneſs of my mind, 

There 1 muſt own ſome tenderneſs I find, 
An unknown Paflion makes my Spirit bow ; 
Whoſe inſolence I never felt till now. . 
P've ſeen, admir'd, ador*d, yesand enjoy'd, 
Till both my Eyes and Appetice were cloy'd, 
Beauties of all Complexions, - Nations, Graces, % 
Hourly attended once on my Embraces. | SETE 
Each hour to different Pleaſures 1 could go; - | + 38 2 
x Now cool my blood in the Exropear Snow, | | | 
Then heat is at the Xſiax Fires again, | 
| Then boil is o're a Sw burnt Afrs _- | $ 
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16 The DESTRUCTION Part]. 
But this one Beauty has ſubdu'd me more, _ Tr 
Than all the Armies of %em did before. | | 

Monob. But to her Captive ſhe will mercy ſhew. 
Phraar. Oh! ſhe is colder than the Monntatns Snow. 
To ſuch a ſubtile purity ſhe's wrouſthe, 
She's Prayed and faſted to a wa!iking thought. 
She's an iachanted Feaſt, moſt fair to ſight, 
And ſtarves the appetite ſhe does invite ; 
Flyes from the touch of ſenſe, and if you dare . 
To name but love. ſhe vaniſhes to Air. | 
Ten days has this bright flame confin'd me here, 
Ruling my ſoul with tyranny ſevere. 
But too much talk on my own griefs ſpend : 
Now let me hear the ſorrows of my Friend. 
Monob. Reſervedneſs to ſo great a Prince were rude, 
And to ſo brave a Friend ingratitude. 
Have you not. heard of Monobazns name ? 
Phraar. Yes, Prince, and am acquinted with your fame. 
The V3liant Brother of the Adiabenarn King. 
What wandring Fortunes cov'd thee hither bring ? 
F've heard how thou didſt guard his life and Crown, 
When Slaves wou'd have depos'd him from the Throne, 
Becauſe ſome Merchant Jews, ?mongſt other Wares, 
Had made him change is own Belief for theirs. 
'Morob. Service beyond the graticude of Kings, 
Like Crimes, Misfortune on the Subject brings. 
So he the leaſt acknowedgmeats diſdain'd, 
And ſought the life of him by whom he Reign'd, 
Thrice I his Armies beat in open Field, 
Making his ſtrugling Fate entirely yield : 
S1bjeting Kings that to his aid he drew, 
Oae in the head of ali his Troops 1 ſlew. 
Then gave him back his vanquiſt?d Crown, and went 
By my own doom to willing Baniſhment. 
Roving the world I hither chanc*c to ſtray, 
And drawing nigh this Town in cloſe of day, 
It was My Fare, by an old ſhady Wood, | 
To ſec a Chariot with arm*d Troops purſu'd. 
With my own Train to ics relief 1 made, 
And came not much untimely to its aid. - 
But for my ownrepoſe with too much ſpeed, 
| For ſcarce |] had th? aſſaulted freed, 
- Bux ſtraight a Goddeſs, or a thing more bright, 
With murdering Beautics charg*d my dazPd fight. 
Phraar, And *twas the Queen: 
Monob. It wounds my heart to tell, 
1t was the Siſter of the King who fell : 
By my curſt Sword ; and ſhe was going then 


CEmbraces him, 
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Part T of FERUSALEM.- 17 
To mourn the death of him, whom I had lain. 
Phra. Killing ſurprize ! I pity now thy flame, 

And ſhall no more thy ſad Retirements blame. 

| Clarona appears above in the Balcony in her Night-dveſs, 

with a T aper in one hand, and a Book is another, _ 

But ha ! Whence comes this golden dart of light, | 

Which en the ſudden wounds the breaſt of night ? 

Monob. See, ſome new wonder, Sir, igvites our eyes. [Shews Clarona. 
Phra. The chief indeed of Few:h Prodigies. 

Young, fair, and Woman, and without deſire,  * 

The only Miracle I can admire. 29 
Monob, She*s at Devotion ſure, for it is ſaid, 

Thrice in the night ſhe from her downy bed, 

And ſoft repoſe, does her fair body raiſe, 

And from her Window towards the Temple prays. 

Phra. Nay, from above ſhe certainly dropt down, 

And like ſome Syren.in a Tempeſt thrown 

From her own Element and place of birth, 

Can reliſh none of all the Joys on Earth, 

] am allflame at ſighs of one ſo fair. 

Monob. I am all ſhade, and wander in deſpair. 
Phra. She%s giving Audience to ſome Angel now, 

1 muſt diſturb ?%em for 1 jealous grow. - 

Morob. May your fair Goddeſs to your Prayers be kind, 

Ile go relate my ſorrows to the Wind. | 
Phra. Clarona. 

Clar. Ha. Who calls? 
Phra. A wretched thing 

That begs your Pity. 

Clar. The great Parthian King : 

W hat is it creeps into his Royal Breaſt 

This ſtormy night, and drives away his reſt ? 

Phra. What ſhou?d, or can diſturb my reſt, but love ? 

That bearded Shaft which nothing can remoye. 

But youare ſill engag'd in Heav*nly things, 

And have no pity for Poor mertal Kings. 

Clar, Alas, Sir ! do you my compaſlion craye ? 

Your glorious Afts my admiration have. . | 
Fhra. And yet not love where admiration's due ? + 
Clar. Ohyes! My love does the whole World purſge 

With all the bleſſings of my hourly prayer, 

And you the nobleſt part, have ſureyour ſhare; | 
Phra. Meſllogs ans Prayers, and at a common Feaſt, 


[Exit. 


Where the whole Worldis'an invited Gueſt ; © fg. 
do not croud meamong the ſordid rout, - 
Rs WL D2' W 


© P 4"; ry of £ 4 
CA : bl X - * ae” 4 IF, & « £." "in 
& % wo WS. * 27 * 5 K 4 > 4 - NF 2 f o * ; __ oy Ls 6 iq 4 pF CE 35 3 3 4+ bn x p Yt > D'7 © 54 
wh IF Or ly ar I oe et tooth oe Bu Rs ue I OR Fe Se EE ge ae Fra et a FOE... —_— 
Pd BEL 4 oy TR ET EE: <2 Mr; PR. DOEY- Re ESE SIRE OF FP Rr re WE SOIT” PT OO 


Where all your Charity is doPd-about. 

But me to Noble Entertainments bring, ” . 

And treat me like a Lover and a King: 

. Nor ſhall the ſaucy World fit down with me; 

Gods at this Feaſt ſhall my Attendants be. 
Clar. Religion isa Feaſt of true delight, 

To which might I your glorious Soul invite, : 

You never wou'd repent your happy ſtate, jg 

And | with joy wou'd at your Table wair. I EEriod 
Phra. My reliſh no Camelion*s food endures, 

My love [ long to entertain with yours : 

Let Souls like Planets be with Vapours fed, 

Invite my ſenſes to the Nuptial bed. 
Clar, 1 merit not ſo great a Monarch's Throne - 

But were | worthy,. I am not my own. ; 

I am the Child of Sacrifice and Prayer, 

Born when the Womb did totally deſpair. 

My Soul was kindled at an Altar flame ; 

Religion gave inſtruftions for my frame : 

And Nature punctually her Rules obey'd, 

And meexactly for Religion made. 

And from my birth ve Educated been 

A Maid of Honour to that mighty Queen. 

And now am Heaven's Adopted Daughter grown, 

And, like ſome Virgin Heireſs of a Throne, 

Guarded and waited on by Spirits, fed 

By Prayer and Contemplation, Angels bread. 

Inclos*d from all the World, and ſcarcely dare 

Mix my devoted breath with common Air. 

Andin this ſtate I ever muſt remain, 

And not in thought my Virgin-whiteneſs ſtain. DI Cs 
Phra. Bleſt news ! The only glory I deſign : pn Re. 

Now you are fit for no embrace but mine - 

And | have long deſir*d to mix my Blood My 

With ſome Celeſtial Daughter of a God. : : 
Clar. Your mortal Deities, Sir, may beſtow 

Their Daughters on you, yet your Match below. 

The King I hope will theſe expreſſions bear ? 

But yet if 1 of his Religion were, * | 

E in the ſame condition would remain ; . 

For 1 wouw'd beof chaſte Diana's Train ;. - 

In Woods and Foreſts breathe untainted air; Prog 

And againſt love an open War declare. 

and ere your little God ſhou?d conquer me, ; 

With Daphne, Ld be turn'd into a Tree. [Exit 


Phra. You ſhou'd not long within your bark remain, -- + ©. 
I wowd embrace.you into life again _- © [Emer 4 Gentleman; 
RRELET | 
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Gen. Haſte, Sir, and\ſee EN po 
The ſtormy Air all filPd with Prodigy; 
- A numerous Army in the Skye appears, + 
And every Troop a bloody Banner bears. 
They march along in the Moons timerous light, 
Then dive in air and vaniſh from our ſight. 

Phra. This is ſome charm'd and viſionary Land, 
I ſcarce can truſt the ground on which 1 ſtand; 
Their Earth oft trembles, and their Buildings groan, 
Built like the Theban Walls of living ſtone. | 7 
Their Stars grow Comets, Clouds arm'd Legions breed, ” ODT 
Each has more Warriours than the Trojan Steed : | 
Wonders, not Fiſhes, ſpawn within the Seas, 
And all the winds that blow breathe Prophecies. 
Nor are their People of a Kind entire, 
But got betwixt Devotion and Deſire. 


Bur Jer us ſee if Nature with a grace oy 
Can ſhew her vricks, and cheat me to my face: [Exeunt. 


ACT Il: SCENE L 
Enter Matthias, Phineas, Sagan, Guard. 


Aatth, N Army in the Air. 
Sag. I ſaw it move. 
Phin, And round the Skye Troops of Iron Chariots drove. 
Szg. Through all the Air they ſcatter'd Rays ſo bright, 
As if their prancing Steeds were ſhod with Light. 
Phin, Straight of the ſudden all the ſhapes were flown, 
The war-like Imagery. was taken down ; 
Folded in pitchy Clouds, and rolPd with care - ono 
Into the Wardrobe of the wealthy Air. "44 
; Sag. The Martial Atoms, from their noble form- 
Diſſolv*d in Clouds, now- combat in a Storm. _ 
Phin, The Air angovern'd by its Prince the Sun, 
Like faCtious States, to Anarchy does run ; ; 
Wiuad, Thunier, Riz, and Lightning ftrive to ſhare . Ef 
| Like Rebels, ail the Provinces oth? Air." PF OT 5 OY 
See! how the Clouds iike angry ſurges fly, + | 
And daſh LCorktal beaches of - ws e! «2s 
Sag. The itormy night, now ſhe her period knows;.. . >. Su 
Cruel aid fierce, like an old Tyr on GN FE Feet TE WP 
Whilſt all her Train, before her Miſtreſs dies, 
Revel about, and raniack. all the'Skyes. 0 
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Matth. This tempeſt comes from Heaven's diſpenſive hand, 
"Theſe Divine Riddles who can underſtand ?. 
What means that fiery Sword's myſterious Ray, 
Which o're our ſhaking Towers, night and day, @ 
"In Heav*ns bright Canopy does proudly ſhine, | 
As brandiſht by the Majeſty Divine ? 
Sag. Methinks Feruſalem, at her ſolemn Feaſt, 
Seems treated like the Tyrants trembling Gueſt, 
In Purple clad her Table richly ſpread, 
But death and horrour hanging ore her head. 
 Phin, Beaven's Arch ne're ſhove with ſuch a light before, 
It ſeems as if ſome Angel lictour bore 
The blazing Faſces, at the paſſing by 
Of ſome divine Proceſſion in the Skye. 
Matth. Alas! we in Jeruſalem daily fee 
A greater, anda living Prodigie. 
A man-Ilike Eccho pin'd into a Sound, 
A walking Vault that does one tone rebound ; 
And night and day does In our Streets proclaim, 
With reſtleſs Soul, Woes to Feruſaler ; | 
And nor for Prayers nor Racks concern'd will be, 
But ſenſeleſs as Dodone's vocal Tree. 
But ha the wreſtling winds are out of breath, 
And all is filent now, like ſleep or death. 
Phin, The tilting winds have ſtopt in full career, 
And the fierce Lightning now has broke his Spear. 
Sag. The appeas'd Clouds now mildly kifs the ſhore, 
Of that bright Skye they did aſſault before. 
| [[Noi/e 65 heard like an Earthquake, 
Math. What frightful noiſe is that ? | | 
Sag, In the Earth's Womb a 
The four impriſon'd winds contend for room. 
Matth. The ſhaking Earth is ſciz'd with trembiog pangs, 
And on thin 2ir the vaulting City bangs. _ [4 ſmall Voicers heard. 
Phin, Bark ! a ſhrill voice beneath the Altar cries. 
Sg. Some ominous Bird ſure through the Temple lies. 
[The Prophet is arſcover'd aſitep by the Altar, 
But ha ! ſee where the reſtleſs Prophet's thrown ; 
#That is the ominous Bird, whoſe frightful tone 
Fills all Fer»/alem with pannick fear. 
What powerful Dethon has convey*d him there ? 
Phin. The Spirit of Ob, that in the Wizard cries, 
From whence he has his lying Prophecies. Be 
| Seize on the ſhricking Qwl; ſhall he alone 
'Havereſt, that let's Feruſalem have none ? PTR 
-S F th. 
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Part'®, of JERUSALEM.” 2r 
Matth, Forbear — This Creature, like a Trumpet, knows 
No ſound he gives, it is Heayen's breath that blows. SE EOS 
i + as [Prophet wakes and riſes. 

Proph. From the bright dwellings of the riſing Sun, | 

And from his reſting place when day is done, - . 

Froni the four winds and the Earth's hollow womb 

A Vaige, a Voice a dreadful Voice is.come. 

A Voice againſt our Elders, Prieſts, and Scribes, 

Our City, Temple, and our holy Tribes ; 

Againſt the Bridegroom, and the joyful Bride, . 

And all that in Fer»ſalem reſide. . 

Woe, woe, woe.——-- 

Phin, Stop, ſtopthe Witch. 
Matth, Hold ! let him pals ſecure, 

His raving Soul does-pain enough endure. 

And his unconquer*d fleſh no torment lacks, 

H*as weary*'d Torturers and torn the Racks ; 

As if unſoul'd, and aCted by ſome Power 

That ſent him here, as Fate*'s Ambaſſador. | 
Phin, The Law of Nations ſhow'd be his defence, 

He ſeems an Agent for ſome Peſtilence. t 
Matth, Bz gone. poor wretch, and ſeek thy own repoſe, . 

And Heav*npr epare us for theſe threaten®d Woes. - go 
Proph. Woe, woe, . woe. | _ LEx. Prophet. 
Phin, He grates my Ears with this unpleaſant ſound : 

But heark ! a Voice does from the Vault rebound. 

: A great Foice is heard from under the Stage like a Tub. . 
Matth, A Voice / tis Thunder, or ſome Pagan God ' _ 

Groans here tormented, chacet from his abode. 

; [The Yaice eryes 

Let us depart, the horrid Voice does cry / 

What art that call ſt ? and whither ſhows we fly ? 
Phin. The Temple lives ! it mov*d before and broke 

The bars that fetter?d it,- and now it ſpoke. | 
Matth. It rather dies / and theſe affcightful groans | 

Are its departing. SouPs contending moans. 4 

en CThe Vale flies open, and ſhews the Sanftum Sanftorum.: 
Matth, But oh” retire, the ſacred Curtain tears, 

Andall the Temple*s bright third Heaven appears ; - 

And, to the prophanation of our Eyes, 

Expoſes all the Divine Myſteries. © 
Sag. It ſeemsas if the Starry Heaven were rent, 

And Angels ſhone through the torn Firmament. oF 
Matth. And ſee----one of that bright and heavenly Quire - 

Appears above, all clad in Robey of firez 

And now does from the golden Roof delicend, 

Whillt the Vaults groan, and yielding Arches bend. 


Let us depart. 


-y Let's fall upon our faces, leſt we dye. 
Phin. Haſte to the Incenſe Altar! let us flye. SIX on 
Matth. You may ——but 1 fix'd here will boldly ſtay, : 
And hear what this ſtrange Meſſ-nger will fay. 
' [An Anyel deſeends over the Altar, and ſpeaks. 
Ang. Stay, Ray ; your flignt, fond m-n, Heay'a does deſpiſe . 
All your vain Incenſe, Prayers, and Sacrifice. D | 
Now is arriv*d Fer«ſalem's fatal Hour, ; DJ, 
When ſhe and Sacrifice muſt be no more. 
Longagaiaſt Heaven haſt thou, Rebellious Town, 
Thy publick Trump-ts of Defiance blown ; 
Didit opza Wars againſt thy Lord maintain, _ 
And all his Mcfſ:ngers of Peace haſt ſlain: 
And now the hour of his Revenge is come, 
Thy Weeks are fiaiſh'd, and thy ſlumb*ring doom, 
Which long has laid in the Divine Decree, ” 
1s now arrous'd from his dull Lethargie 
His Army?*s rais?d, and his Commiſſion ſeal'd, 
His Order?*s given, and cannot be repeal'd : 
And now thy People, Temple, Altars, all 
Muſt in one total Deſolation fall. 
 Heav?n will in ſad proceſſion walk the round, 
And level all thy Bui.:dings with the-ground; 
And from the Soil, enrich'd with humane blood, 
Shall Graſs ſpring up where Palaces have ſtood : 
W here Beaſts ſhall feed, and a revenge obtain, 
For all the thouſands at thy Altars ſlain. 
And this once bleſſed Houſe where Angels came 
To bathe their airy wings in holy flame, 
Like a ſwift Viſion or a flaſh of light, 
All wrapt-in Fire, ſhall vaniſh in thy fight ; 
And thrown aſide amongſt the common ſtore, 
Sink down in Times Abyſs, and riſe no more. [The Angel aſcends, 
Matth. Oh, wondrous Viſion ! Oh, 1 faint with fear ! | 
'Was ita humane Voice that filld my Eas ? . 
A real fight that entertain*'d my Eye, | 
Or was I ſnatch'd into ſome Extaſtc ? 
'Sag. Whether dream's or dy*d I cannot tell, 
For yet more life does in a Statue dwell. 
Phin. | liv*d and wak'd, and with theſe ſedſaſt Eyes 
Saw the ſtrange Viſion both deſcend and riſe ; 
And with a Voice, that couw'd not Ears deceive, 
Heard it ſpeak wonders more than Ple believe. 
Matth. Did he not rell us, in a threatning tone, 
Feruſalem's fatal Hour was haſt®ning on ? 
As if that ours and Truths eternal Sun. 
Had but few Minutes of his Race to run, 


And 
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And this bright Heaven ſhou'd then be taken down, | 

And among all Time's common Trophies thrown ? 
Phin, lt did. 
Matth., It muſt be ſome illuſion then 

The Starry Heav?n ſhall not ſo long remain.- 

Its Baſis cannot ſo much ſtrength afford, 

That ſtands on Nature, this on Nature's Lord. 

Nay, that depends onthis For d*ye ſuppoſe 

Fhe unweari*d Sun his daily progreſs goes, 

And the Earth's Womb her various Off-ſpring bears, 

Only as Vaſlals to Idolaters ) 

And yields her Gums and Spices to maintain 

Some Glutton's Table, or ſome Idols Fane ; 

And Heaven and Earth round ina yoke ſhould draw, 

To grind for thoſe that break their Maker's Law ? 
Phijn. No, *cis for us that wait on his Commands: 

For us the World was made, for us it ſtands. 
Matth. Yes, on theſe Columns the whole Arch is bent, 

This Golden Roof ſupports the Firmamenr. 

The Sun with Altar-Flames adorns his Head, 

And from this Oyle the Heav*nly Lamps are fed ; 

And all the Order which in Nature dwells 

But dances to the ſound of Aaror?s Bells. 

That to {ay Heav*n will ruine on us ſend, 

Is-to declare the World isatan end; 

And Nature is disbanding all her Powers, 

Then falls the Temple of the- World, and ours. 
Sag. If to Tradition we may credit give, 

Ages will rowl about ere that arrive, | 

For yet two thouſand years e*re we are bleſt 

With the Sabatick thouſand years of reſt. 
Phin, Beſides, we yet expect our promis'd King, 

At whoſe approach a Golden Age muſt ſpring 

And along train of ſmiling years enſue, 

When joyful Nature ſhall her Youth renew; 

And all the Powers that now the Earth invade, 

Shall vaniſh each likea Gigantick ſhade. 

Ard the whole Globe ſhall but two Monarchs have, 

Him, and the Sun his tributary Slave. | 
Matth. Thoſe things lye ſafe in Promiſes Divine, 

As the rich Gold lies ripening in the Mine. 

And lik? the Babylonian Penſile Bowers, 

They are born aloft on never yielding Towers: 

Towers of 5-m Truth which may our Faith delight, 

Tho the j-- {arders are above our fight. _ 

Then wha: joc*re there titings portend, we know, 

Though Fami:e, Plague, and IO may lay ys. low, 
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The world may fink, but not one Stone of theſe, 
Till faithful Heay*n performs his Promiſes. 

But come——No ſleep to night ſhall eloſe my Eyes, 
Go ſummon all the Sanhedrim to riſe. 

We'll find what fit Conſtructions there can be 
Ofthis ſtrange ſight and ſtranger Propheſie. 


SCENE II. The Palace. 


Enter Phraartes and Monobazus. 


% 


Monob. Things of more wonder never filPd my Eye. 
Phraar, Nor ever minea prettier Novelty. 

' . Honob., Novelty ! 
Phraar, Why ?! wuRt I aſtoniſht prove, 

To ſee by Moon-light a few Shadows move ? 

Mon. No, Sir : but theſe nocommon Shadows are. 

Phra. And thar's the only cauſe you think them rare. 
Were Thunder, Lightning, an Eclipſe o*th? Sun, 
And all the feats by light and ſhadow done, 

But once or twice in ſeveral Ages ſhewn, 

Mankind would all of *em for wonders own. 

Think Gods appear*d and fall upon the knee, 

Each time perhaps they did a Rain-bow ſee. 

_ An, Nature frames thoſe, theſe Nature's works ſurpaſs. 

Phra, Why more than ſhadows in a Looking-glaſs ? 
At firſt, no doubt, they did Mankind ſerprize, 

And they were judg'd ſtopendious Prodigies. 
There are ſtrange Births peculiar to each Clime, 
Monſters are bred out of e-£zyprtian ſlime. 

Theſe may be Natives of the Jew:ſb air, 

Bred of the Fumes of Sacrifice and Prayer. 

Mon, Yes; did they ſlaughter meny we might preſume 
Their Souls might for revenge thoſe ſhapes aſſume: 
But the poor Beaſt does periſh in the flame, 

And has no Soul to Play an after-game, 
Phra. But may not Atoms meet which Flames diſperſe ? 
Reveling Atoms made the Univerſe. - 
Or may not nunrous Heaps of Vidims flain, 
Diſlodge the tranſmigrated Souls of men ? 
Which ſtrips of the warm fleſh they love to wear, 
Get for the preſent ſome thin Rags of air ? 
Or rather, ſpight of allour wiſdom knows, 
Theſe may be real men, we ſhapes _ ? 
For ailiheic ſpacious Regions of the Skye, 
Can never walte like Zyban Deſarts lye ? 


— 
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Nature frames notaing for a vain intent, 
And no doubt Peoples every Element. 
The Sea has Mermaids, and the purer Air 
May Nimphs of a more fine complexion bear ; 
And theſe were jolly Youths, who in our ſight 
Might celebrate ſome Feſtival to night : + 
 Forronnd the airy Plains their Chariots drove, 
As if they kept Olympian Games above. | 
Mn. All this is raillery ; for if a throng 
Of wandring Tribes had there been planted long, 
The bufie people of our Globe below | 
Had found, perhaps had conquer*d *em ere now. 
No, they are Bubbles and have no abode, 
And only ſpeak the greatneſs of that God 
Who guards this State, and do ſo ſtrange appear, 
I would my own weak little God caſheer : 
And this more mighty Few:ſo one adore, 
But when I once have offer*d toa Power, 
To him, as to my King, I Loyal prove, 
Or to the Friend or Miſtreſs thas 1 love. 
Phra, And 1to theſe ſolittle credit give, 
I ſcorn a God that by his tricks muſk live. 
I from all Shadows ſet my Voaſlals free, 
And plainly bid em fear no power but me. 
But ha! kind fortune to my arms does flye, 
Thy acceſſes to the Gardens open lye, * 
Where oft C/aro74 on the Gods beſtows 
The Hours-defign'd by Nature for repoſe. 
Some happineſs is near, my heart forebodes, 
Vle in and chace away my Rival Gods. 
Mon. Oh ! that my Rivals were as weak as they; 
The great the brave YVe/paſian bars my way. 
Glory and Empire are to female blood 
More tempting dang'rous Riyals than a God. [Ex 
: [The Scene changes to a Garden, Clarona «ſleep. 
| Enter Phraartes. 
Phra. Oh'! whither Love haſt thou thy wand'rer led? 
My feet profane the ground on which they tread. p 
All the abſtracted ſweets in Nature found, L 
Lye here together in aſlumber bound. 
No Mortal can reſiſt the charming bliſs ; 
This hand does raviſh from my lips a Kiſs. [Clarona wakes. 
Clar. Save me, good Spirits! what ſhade is that fo nigh ? "rb | 
|  {[Srartsat the fight of Phraartes. 
Phra. No Ghoſt, or Shadow, but ſubſtantial l. bes. 
Clar, The King / : | 


Phra. Your Slave; may I your Pardon gain, 
| E 2 
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Who o're your Face her Silver Garment ſpread, 
I fonnd you Slumbering on this Roſic Bed. 
It was impoſlible from hence to go, 
With Wonder fixt to Earth I kere might grow, 
My Root wou'd wantonly beneath you creep, 
To fuck the ſweets of Earth on which you ſleep. 
This I might do, ſhow'd I here longer ſtay, 
Yet then aseaſfily be torn away. 
| Clay, On the Night's Wonders gazing all _ 
Weary and Penſive here I ſate me down, 
And to a gentle ſleep reſign'd my Sence, 
Not fearing this my Servants negligence. 
Phra, My Stars contriv*d it thus to crown my love, 
And I their noble kindneſs will improve. 
Now is the Golden Minute come 1 laſt, 
The rich ExtraCtion of a thouſand paſt, , | 
Which like the patient ChymiſtI have ſpent : | | "Wie 
In Toyl, and many a vain Experiment. ; | 
And (oh L my Stars!) if now Lletit go, : -- 
Never this bleſſing on me more beſtow. |! - 
Clar, What does the King by this diſcourſe deſign Z | 
Phra. Oh! Youth and Love will belp you to divine. 
W hat meaning did Young 1royl«s difplay,- 
When to the Greciav Tents where Creſſeid lay, 
From Troy in ſuch kind conſpiring night, : { -. 
And hour as this, he ſtole to his delight ? STFC 
W hat meant Leander, when at ſuchan, _— - H6de 9) 30 
He labour?d through the Waves to Heros Tower,. 
Whilſt on the ſhore to raviſh him ſhe ſtood, 
Fram the Embraces of the faithleſs fload 7 
 Clax, Are you the King ? 
Phra. Exalted by ſuch blifs, |. 
tam God, and you my Paradiſe, 
Where &re | wander pleaſures crowd my ways. 
And 1 with every one a life could ſtay. 
Oh! Icou'd dwell an Ageupon this Hand ; 
Bus ſhou'd I to thoſe Cheeks or Lips aſcend, 
Such numerous delights my ſenſes court, 
To gather all, Exernity's too ſhort. 
. Clar. What has this change in King Phraartes made? 
Will he my Ears with ſuch diſcourſe invade ?, 
He who 3 pproacht me with ſo greatan awe, 


That I your Sacred privacy profane 3 | 
Wandering in Solitude the Gardens round, 


I all —_— hither open found. 
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h away the hours of night - 
indow by the Moon's pale Light, 
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Priefts with leſs Reverence near Altars draw ; 
That any thing was Sacred did deny, 

On Earth, in Nature, or in Heaven, - but I ? 
What havel done that has my Honour ſtain'd, 
And made me now deſerve to be profan'd ? 


Phra, Can any Temples be profan'd by Prayer, 


Or Altars by the Viftims which they bear ? 
Ctzr. By Victims ſinful and impure they may : 
And only ſuch you at my Altars lay. 


Phra. You wrong my Innocent and Spotleſs Love. 
Clar. Convince me of it, and from hence remove 


Him-whom my ruine did attempt to night, 
I mean your ſelf, for ever from my ſight. 


Phra. From their Foundations bid me Moutains tear,. 


Or hale a fixed Star out of his Sphere, 

Remove the World, aſloon I could obey, 

As take my ſelf from hence, whillt here you ſtay. 
This is my Heav'n, which I with Toil attain, , 
And ſhall I now leap down to Earth again ?- 

My Arms for ſafety I around you ſpread, 

Throw me from this bigh happineſs Pm dead; 

Clar, You on a precipice wou'd ſafely dwell, 
But you would ſtrive to throw me down to Hell: - 
You for my ruine are by Hell deſign'd, 

And choſen for it out of all Mankind; 

As having all their excellence and more, 

By whom he thouſands had ſabdyu'd before :- 
The Serpent in your Figure (1 believe) 

Stole into Paradiſe and ruin*d Eve -- . 

With ſucha pleaſing Tongue he ſpoke his ſuit; 
And with ſuch Hands beſtow'd the fatal Fruit; 
That to put all his Troops at once to flight, 

I muſt for ever baniſh you my ſight. 

Phra, Hell and his Troops into deſtrutiongo, 
My Love of their deſigns does nothing know :- 
My Love's intentions generous have been ; 

Bur if for you to Love again be ſin, h 

Be ſav*d, purſue the Joys you call Divine ;- 
Attain your Heay*n, though 1 deſpair of mine. 
But pray let me be ſav'd a little too, . 

The Heay*nl1 cannot compaſs let me view: 

Clar, No, Sir, in pity 1 deny your Prayer; . 
Why ſhould [ keep you in a Scorching Air, 
When l no eaſe or Pleaſure can beſtow ? 

If to a cooler Clime you will not go, 
The Sun whoſe heat does your Diſeaſes breed, 


Tan your fair Vertues, and-your Torments feed, 
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Thos, Sir, I will for ever cloud from you; | 
This 1 am bound in Charity to do. 
Phra. Spare your Compaſſion, and unvaiÞd remaio, 
I am your Enemy and beg for pain. 
Let not ſo great a Sinner torment want. | 
Clar, Beg nothing of me, for Ile nothing grent. 
Phra, What not to ſee you? are thoſe Beauties made 
To pine and wither in a barren ſhade ? 
| Clar. Ask me no more, I will no more reply.——— 
Phra, And will you then one parting view deny ?o—— 
Sun riſe no more, for ever quench thy light, 
For now the world has nothing worth our ſight. | CEx; 


Y 
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; ACT IV. SCENE I. 


A Room in the Tower. 
Enter John, Eleazar, Phariſees, &s. - 


Eleaz,F.F OW, for theſe ſeveral hours in Council ſate ? 
John. Cloſe in a Tower with Guards at every Gate : 
All their deſigns they hide ; bur it is ſaid, 
Some tender nar mult be to ſlaughter laid. 
1. Phar. With blood of Saints he ſtains the holy Chair, 
- Heisa Tyrant and ldolater. 
Fohn, I fear through frailty he too much inclines, 
And am in doubt ſome impious thing deſigns; 
Nay am aſſur'd—— Nay, ſince it muſt be known, 
The horrid Villany*s already done ! 
Yeſpaſian is our Soveraign Lord declar'd, 
And Crowns of Gold are for his head prepard. 
Nay at an hour when all in ſleep lay drown'd, 
A Guard in ſecret brought an Image Crown'd : 
His head a guilded wreath of Lawrel wore, 
His face Ye/paſiar*s proud reſemblance bore. 
"Tis in the Palace hid, but they deſign 
At his approach it ſhall in publick ſhine ; 
Stand in the Temple, and our Laws defie, 
And all that will not bow to it, ſhall dye. 
Eleaz. QO horrid! horrid 7 well, oh ſtormy Air! 
For Divine Vengeance may?lt thou Troops prepare. 
2. Phar. Itis aPlot1 plainly underſtand, 
To murder all the. Zealous of the Land. 


John, Heav*n knows with grief I ſtain his Mitred Hairs : 


Who 
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Who lays me near him as the Robes he wears. | 
But in my Soul it did. impitience breed, ' - 

To think the Sheep ſhoy?d by the Shepherd bleed ; 
To ſee the Temple by the Prieſt defid : 
Nay more to ſee the father kill the Child. 
And if my ſelf unfaithful I proclaim, 
In ſaving it Ple glory in my ſhame. 
_ Eleaz, Appeaſe your Soul, if this can Treafon be, 
Tis holy falſhood, Pious treachery. | 
Fohn, . But yet all falſhood has the face of ill. ? 
1, Phay. In a good Cauſe *tis but Religious Skill. 
' Fohn, Nay to preſerve the Choice ones of the Land, 
Pd be the Earth on which their Tower ſhould ſtand : 
For though our Lights by various Names. we call, 
Like Jewels ſtill there's Beauty in us all. 
And though like Brethren ?mongſt our ſelves we fight, 
*Gainſt Foſter-Fathers we can all unite. . 
Eleaz, No more we'll have his blood, the Tyrant dyes, 
The Prieſt ſhall be the Morning Sacrifice. 
2. Phar., Ne does the Prieſtly Diadem defile, 
And we'll revenge the conſecrated Oyl. 
Fohn, Nay, fince your ZeaPs inflam'd, Plelead you on, 
And with my aid my former guilt attone ; 
For friendſhip's ſake 1 did the Cauſe betray, 
Butnow I will the heavenly Call obey. 
A Brazen lmage ſtands before my eyes ; 
Revenge ! revenge / a Voice within me cries, 
KiN, kill theſe curſt Apoſtates, who deſign 
To ſet HelVs Standard ?midſt the Camp Divine. 
Sparenot a man who in his Liſt is found, 
W ho ſpares a Traytor does Religion wound. 
Eleaz. Pa thirſty for their blood. 
I. Phar. AndI. | 
2, Phar. And1I. : 
' 3+ Phar, To eat their fleſh were holy gluttony. of 
Fohn, It were ! and Heaven no doubt would bleſs the Meal, 
Such unclean Beaſts we might devour with zeal. 
But their foul fleſh ſhall not be fo preferr'd 3 


- In Eraws and Paunches it ſhall be interr?d. 


They have no right to any other Tomb, 
Nor ſhall defile Jery/alems ſacred Womb: 

Eleaz, Their Souls renounce the Gardths of the juſt; 
Nor ſhall their Bodies here pollute their 'duſt. | 

1. Phar, But when ſhall we attempt this bleſſed deed ! 
How many Swords what Forces do we need ? 

2, Phar, For theyare ſtrong, and keep an hourly guard, - 
And our poor /4#man Friends, debarr'd "Mx 


From 
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From aiding us, under their Bucklers Iye, 
Beſieg?d by all the fury of the Skye. * | 
John, Ask you for aid when you Heay'ns ſervice do ? 
We are too ſtrong, th? Idolaters too few. 
We have our Cauſe, our Janocence, and Prayer, 
Nay, we have Armies Muſtering in the Air ! 
And are to Arms invited from above, 
The Winds are joyn'd to repreſent our Love. | 
Troops rendezvous'd in Clouds to ſhew from whence, 
In our diſtreſs, we may expect defence. 
A fire ſhone round the Temple to declare, 
Pure Reformation Is enkindgled there. 
The Brazen Gates untouch'd were ſeen to move; 
To let us know the Gates of Divine Love 
Were opening to us, if we?ll enter in, 
And now Jersſalew?s glory does begin. 
Eleaz. Oh ! bleſſed hour ! and yet more bleſſed we, 
Who in this work the Inſtruments ſhall be. 
1. Phar. Weare too few the ſweet rewards to ſhare. 
2. Phar. They will be more than humane ſtrength can bear. 
Eleaz, Nay, we to farther ajd-have no pretence, 
Bur yer our Friends that come for our defence, 
May, of our mighty deeds, Spectators be. 
Fohbn, They ſhall admictance have in Charity. 
N ot that in ſuch a Cauſe their Swords we need. 
A Cauſe that will reward each drop we bleed. 
Sinners who dye in it, may at the price 
Of a few Traytors heads buy Paradiſe. 
Has any here 
Defil'd a Siſter, or a Father ſlain, 
A Traytors blood will waſh away the ſtain. 
And if to Sinners ſuch rewards accrew, 
W hat Joys what Pleaſures will be ſhowr*d on you, 
Who are all Saints ? 
Omn, All, all. 
Eleaz. | am in pain! | | 
My breaſt cannot my furious zeal contain. 
John, And now, my Friends, when providence ſhall deal 
Rewards and Bleſlings to your faithful Zeal ; q 
And you ſhall make diviſion as you pleaſe, 
O*lt? hoorded wealth of richeſt Palaces ; 
Oh do not caſt a hot and luſtful cye.;...- 
Upon the Temple, if ſhe naked lye,.. 
And her bright Gold ſhould on your fingers ſmile; 
Take heed———for that will all the reſt defile. 
1, Phar, Oh doubt us not! 
John, Still barring all Conſtraint ; 


For 


OY 


Part 1. of JERUSALEM. 31 
For nothing is ſo Sacred as a Saint. 
Andin our own defence we may make bold, 
Serving our Maſter, with our Maſter's Gold. | [One Enters. 
But ſee the Spye we at the Palace plac'd, 
To watch the Sanhedrim, returns in haſte. 
Af. O, Sirs! To Arms! A Voice from Heay*n calls ! 
' From Foggy Clouds a ſleepy Unguent falls : 
And ſome good Angel round the Palace flyes, 
And with it has annointed all their Eyes ; 
But to the Prieſts does double portions give, 
T hat nothing in the Palace ſeems to Live, 
But a few pining Lamps, that burn ſo dim, 
They ſeem as drouſie as the Sanhedrim, 
John. ?Tis plain, Heay'n aids our holy Cauſe, and ſends 
A Spirit to bind their hands, and help his Friends. 
2 Phar, If we with ſpeed theſe Traytors not deſtroy, 
Angels will do't, and rob us of the Joy. © 
3. Phar. Baſte, haſte, let us go fire the Palace ſtraight. 
Fohn, No—— firlſt alliſt our friends without the Gate. | 
Both ſhelter and revenge will now be good. | 
Eleaz, Yes let them warm themſeves with Traytors blood. 
3. Phar. But will not the Strong Gate deſpiſe our paias ? | 
"Tisclad in Iron, and girded round with Chains ? 
Fohn. 'Fear not, I can the ſacred Tools produce, 
Kept in the Tower for the Temple*s uſe. 
And they can force it open in a trice, 
With as much eaſe as Prayer does Paradiſe. | 
Elcaz, Haſte, haſte, the Cocks have thrice alarm*d the dawn, 
And Night's black Chariot, as by Whirle-winds drawn, 
' Drives on &0 its laſt Stage in ſolemn ſtate, 
W hilſt raging Storms on her Retinue wait. 
Now whilſt the Tempeſt rocks the drowſie Town, 
Oh ! Let the heavenly work with ſpeed be done. 
2. Phar, Now is the time, theirSouls, like Flocks of Sheep, 
Are kept for Sacrifice in Folds of Sleep. 
1. Phar. The talking Ecchoes can conveighno noiſe, 
The buſie Tempelt all the Air employs. 


LEnter one with Iron Bars and Tools. 
John, See, ſee, the Bleſſed Inſtruments are come ? 

Now Sinners haſtens your eternal doom. 

Hell will be Crowded with the numerous flight 

Of unclean Birds we ſhall unperch to njght. 

To Arms ! | 
All, To Arms, to Arms! 
John, But firſt let's ſwear, . 

That each ſhall equally the danger ſhare. | | 

By Jeruſalem. . CA lift #Þ their bands. 

Al. 
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All. By Ferufalem. \ | | 
Fobn, By the Temple. | 
All. By the Temple. 
Fohbn. By the Altar. ' 
All, By the Altar. b 
Fohn. By the moſt binding Oath which we can ſwear, ' 
By Corban, the Divine Oblation there. 
All. By Corban. 
Fohn. Now let each draw his Conſecrated Swcrd, 
Corbaws the Oath, and Liberty the Word. 
So if I now ſucceed in this delign, LC Aſrde. 


One more R<ligious Lye, the Miter*s mine. [Exeupt, 


[CA noice of breaking Locks ayd forcing Gates. 


S' he Secne 1s drawn, and Matthias, - Sagan, Phineas, and the whole 


Sanhedrim are repreſented ſitting aſlcep, Lamps burning, and the 
Guards aſleep at the Gate. ſaring aſſcep, Pp 41) 


The Ghoſt of Herod ariſes. 
Ghoft. Cries, ſhrieks, and groans from a Lamenting Crow, 
Thy air filPd with wandering Souls, the Streets with blood ! 
In Seas of Fire the falling Buildings drown'd ; 
In Chains of ſleep the Prieſts for ſlaugtiter bound, 
Fit pleaſure for a Tyrant's Ghoſt, like me: 
Worthy my Pilgrimage from hell to ſee. 
Sleep on, you damn'd Tormentors of Mankind, 
That humane Souls ia Aiery Fetters bind, 
And all their little Pleaſures dearly ſel}, 
And will not let *em go in peace to Hell, L 
And thou, proud Town, who ſtil'ſt thy ſelf Divine, 
Queen of the World,Heav*ns Earthly Concubine, 
W ho all his favour to thy ſelf haſt gaio'd, 
Art at th*expence of Miracles Maintain'd, 
And filſt the gazing World with pannick fears, —— 
Tremble — for ſee within thy Walls appears, 
T he brighteſt Viſion of this threatning Night, 
The Ghoſt of Hered the great Edomite - 
Greateſt of all abandon'd Eſa#'s Line, 
Who in thy Throne once Royally did ſhine, 
Raviſh thy Beauty, and thy Lord diſgrace, 
And took his Miſtreſs to my own embrace 
And rot contented to defile his Bed, _ 
His Altars rob'd, and on his Vitims fed; - 
RevelPd in blood, and did his power deſpiſe, 
"And in conterpt of all his Prophelſies, 
Plac'd E/au*s Chains of ſlavery on thee, 
And ſoundly ſcourg?'d old Faceb's Treachery : 


Then 


: 
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Then with mock Penitence for all my guilt; | 

To my own glory I thy Temple built : 
Now all the ills in Life I could not do, 

[a malicious tortur*d Ghoſt purſue. 

Laſh me, ye Furies, blow th? Infernal fire ! —»— 

Fill me with rage that I may now inſpire 
. My Nation with the Spirit on'e refin'd, 

And pour it ſcalding into every Mind. 

And (you gull'd Prieſts) invoke no more Heay?as aid, 
'He has you all into my Power betray'd ; | 

And Þle go whet the /dumearn Swords, 

And nobly banquet the infernal Birds. 

They flock about, and heaps of Carrion ſmell, h 
Ple make to night a Jubilee in Hell. | [Extt, 


The Ghoſt goes ont, and noiſe of claſhing of Swords ſhriekzng 
4 and knocking at the Gate is heard, at which they all awake. 


Matth, In what dark Cave has all our Souls been bound ? 
Phin, Or in what drouſie Labyrinth wandring round ? 
Sag. Rather to what infernal Dungean lead, 

Guarded with Fiends, and haunted with the Dead ; 

For | have been with droves of Souls purſu'd, 

Chac'd hot, and recking from warm Fleſh and Blood. 
Phin. | nothing dreand but was ſecurely laid, 

As void of ſenſe as e*re my Soul was made ; 

Yet as my dawning Soul began to riſe, 

Methoughts | knocking heard, and diſtant eries : 

And from the Ground a ſulph*rous Vapour broke, 

That form?d it ſelf intoa ſhape, and ſpoke. 
Matth, A Guard of Spirits walk*d to night the round, 

And all our Souls in ſleepy-fetters bound, 

Benunrd with fatal ſlumbers by degrees, 

We ſeem'd like an old Grove of Sapleſs-Trees, 

Whoſe Vegetative Souls in Winter creep 


To their warm Roots, and there ſecurely ſleep. C4 Noiſe within 
But hark ! a Martial noiſe begins to riſe ! | 
_ Phin, Loud knockings at the Gate. They all as amaz/d look out 

Sag. And horrid cries! 4 ſeveral Ways, and return. 


Arm/ Arm! The Court's beſet , a furious Tide 
Of fighting Crowds beat up on every ſide. 
Phin. The Streets with glittering Spears are planted ronnd, 
And Bloody Rivers water all the Ground.  - # 
Math, And ſee where Eſau's Sons proud Banners fly, 
And from the Temple Walls the Tm defie. 


2 S AF. 


24 Th DESTRUCTION Part L 


Sag, We are betray*d, and the Angelick Pow?rs 
Foriock their Guard to night about theſe Towers. 
What ſhall be done in a diſtreſs ſo great ? 

Phin, Whar elſe, but fly with ſpeed to ſome retreat ? 

Matth. How ? ſhall I fear of theſe vile Rebels ſhew ? 
— to meet the ir Impious rage I'll go. 

Sag. Al:s! they feck your life, nor can y* oblige 
Mun, waote Deiotion lies in Sacriledge. - 

Matth. Hezv?ns Will bedone ! But better 1 were ſlain, 

Than | my felt my Diadem prophane; 
Whoſe glory ſhould I ſtain with ſordid fears, 
My Sacril:dge would be as great as theirs... 

Plin. | (ce no cauſe why we ſhould vaioly fight, 
To guv3rd thiſe Sacred things Heavn ſeems to ſlight. 

' Math. If Heavn's pleas'd V abandon their defence, 
le Guard them in the room of. Providence. 


John, Eleazar, ard their Party break into the Room with drawn Swords, 
and chace Matthias, &c. off the Stage, who retreat fighting as 


into ſome other Rooms of the Palace, and ſhut the Door to hinder 
John's purſuct, 


Matth, My Guards ! CEx:. Matth.Sag.-Phin, &c. 
Ones. Purſue. 


Fohn, $0 quick rctreat have found, 

Eleaz. Fire this accurſed Building to the count: 
This filthy Neit that does all lewdneſs hide, 
Ambition, Avarice, hot Luſt and Pride, 

Fic Earth no longer ſhallghis burthen bear. 
50bn, And greater Lewdneſles are harbour?d here. 
F</p1ſtins lmage, and his Goddeſs both; 
G212en Berenzce, that Romiſh-Aſhteroth, 
] nat fair Abomination, to Whole eyes - 
2 Tyrant offers Daly-Sacrifice. 

© Che Burn em together, tet their duſt repair 
19 play and dally in the wanton Air, 

:. Thar, Fire it; our time let us no longer loſe. 

2. Fhar, And ſee, his traytrous head the Tyrant ſhews. Atatth. Sag. 

1atih, You Impious Rebels all, which here l ice, Sohn. appear in the 
Sons of Confuſion, Blood and Cruelty ; . Balcony. 

Bora for our Nation's and Religion's ſhame, 
Tat would extirpate your own Tribe and Name, 
Hive wrought ſuch ills, that even the Riſing Sun 
Srarties ko les the villanies y? have done : 
\W bat Cruel Devil does your hearts inſpire 
Toall theſe ills? What is ic you deſire ?- 

 Zieaz,. Traytor ! Our Countreys freedom and thy Blood, 


1. Phar, 
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1 Phar., And Ceſar*s Image here, thy Molten-God, 
Matth, What Molten-god ?—what Image ? 
Phis. This is plain, 
The curſed Image of ſome lying Brain. 
Eleaz, This Pious Man can all your doubts remove, 
' And, Tyrant, to thy face thy Treaſons prove. | 
Matth. Villain, more falſe than Hell, ——Doſt thou at laſt 
Add this bold Lyeto all thy Treaſons paſt ? 
Fohn. Oh, dares this man thus confidently plead ? 
Merciful Heaven that will not ſtrike him dead ? 
Eleaz, Boldly reply. | 
Fohn. Now impudence thy aid. | 
And are you not (bad man !) of Heay*n afraid ? 
Do you not every hour expect at leaſt _ 
Heav*n with your Tribe the hungry Earth ſhou'd feaſt ? 
Its qualmiſh ſtomach with cold meat is cloy?'d, 
Not one warm Meal ſince Corah”s time enjoy*d. 
But now a Diſh is dreſt, and1 ſhould fear, 
But for theſe holy men, to ſtand ſo near. 
Into my Soul what great Diſorders creep ! 
Zeal makes me rage, and Pity makes me weep. 
An aged man, aPrieſt, and once my Friend; 
But in Truth's Canſe all theſe diſtinCtions end. - 
Matth. And dar*ſt thou with ſo little fear or ſhame - 
Thy Predeceſſor Rebel Corah name ? - 
And not expect his fate ſhould be thy own, - 
W hoſe Treaſons are ſo much by thine our-done. 
Oh, hungry Earth ! to thy repaſt with ſpeed / 
But ſpare your tears, and to your Proofs proceed. 
John, Then did not lia ſeveral Perſons fight, 
In the firſt Month, on the third Watch of night, - 
But was it I ? that I ſhould ere deſcend 
| To ſo much frailty to oblige a Friend ? + 
'To my own goodneſs I am made a Prey ; 
I amtoo meek, too ready to obey ! 
But did not 1, to all the Guards unknown, 
Conveigh by night an Image into. Town ? - 
And when I wept, and did the thing oppoſe, 
You ſmil'd, and ſaid, let us delude our Foes, 
And play with that Leviathan a while, 
We by theſe Arts ſnall all his Pow?r beguile. - 
But ſhall not we deceive our ſelves, faid 1 ? 
No ſtrengih or wiſdom like integrity ! 
Then weeping, you reply*d, alas! ?tis true : 
But yet the Foe is ſtrong; what ſhall we do ? 
Good Heav*'a 1 hope will no advantage take, 
If we ſhould fin alittle for his ſake ; 
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Then as I trembling ſtoad, and wept ant pray'd, 

You are ted tender, humble Foha, you ſaid. 

But ah (aid I again ! 
AMatth, No more, no more !-——— 

In pity to thy 19jur*d Soul give ore ; —— 

Thy ſharneleſs Lyes has Manhood ſo defam'd, 

Of humatrie Nature I am almoſt aſham'd 

And did not ſome the port of it maintain, 

We might conceive Mankind were made in vain. 

Nay even admire why Heaven ſuch pains ſhou'd take, 

Miſchievous Tools of dirty Clay to make. 

Burt to thy impudent unmanly Lye, | 

My Guards 2nd Javelins ſhall with ſpeed reply. 


Matthias, cc. go out of the Balcony, and John, &-c. break, open 
the aoor, after which a noiſe of fighting i: heard , then 


Enter Phraartes and Monobazus as diſturb®d with the noiſe, 
and nenly waked. 


Phra. What fierce and horrid ſounds thus early fill 
My deafned Ears ? or am1 dreaming ſtill ? 
For ſnatci”d by ſleep into an Ambuſcade, 
I've all this night with Charms and Viſions plaid. 
Monob., And mighty Weights my Soul a Prigner kept, 
As if beneath ſome Mountain l had ſlept. 
Phra, This is ſome Magick place, where Spirits flye, 
Where every night the Trees all blaſted dye ; 
And men like Watches are in pieces tane, 
. - And ſet together inthe mora again. 
W-<1l might the almoſt immortal Natives here 
Preſerve their vigour to the thouſandth year ; 
Since every night their Bodies were not worn, 
But gently lapt and folded up till morn. 
But what bold Spirits durſt ſo ſaucy be, 
' Totry theſe damn*d Experiments on me ? 
But hark / a Noiſe within, like claſh of Arms! 
Monob. Palace and City fill'd with ſtrange Alarms. 
[Monobazus looks within. 
What: Viſion's that preſented to my Eyes, 
The Court with bleeding Bodies cover 'd lyes! 
The brave High-Prieſt amidſt a Guard does ſtand, 
Offering Victims up with his own hand 
Tothis fair Palaces offended Gods, _ 
By imptons Slaves diſturb'd 1n their abodes. 
_Phra, They are ſome warlike ſhapes in Maſquerade. 
A40n0b, Nom toward the Temple they retreat have made. FO 
TAs 
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Phra. Fortune my Swords fair Concubine does prove 

As falſe to me as F#n0 does to Fove! 

Entice with ſleepy Charms my ſenfe away, 

W hilſt ſhe with others does the Strumpet play. 

So Fove on 1da charm'd, the Trojans fled, X 

But when the God roſe from his flowry Bed, 

Ard look?d abroad out of his Golden Tent, 

The Greeks their ſaucy Vatour did repent : 

The wanton Sorcereſs, now I am awake, 

Shall to my injur*d Sword again give back 

The ſtoln favours ſhe to every Slave, 


During the Minutes of my ſlumb”ring gave. FExit, 
Monob. Yes, Fortune ſhall repent her Cloniſh Pride, 
In ſcorn of Princes thus with Slaves to ſide. CExit, 


Gowns, & ina fright, Queen Berenice, Clarona, Semandra, 
and Phedra. 


S'2 £0 off,, and after alittle fighting without, Enter in their Night- 
©. Beren. Muſt I be murder*d then without delay ? 
And do the Slaves my kineneſs thus repay ? 
Did 1, like ſome good Angel from above, 
Come from the heaven of Glory and of Loye, 
To help theſe Wretches in their deep deſpair, 
And do theenvious Fiends ſuch malice bear ? 
They rather trebly will augment their Pain, 
Than I ſhall ſee my Paradile again. 

Clar. My Father to his Foes by Heay'n reſfign'd 
This to contending Nature ſeems unkind : - 
But Ile not dare to paſs too harſh a ſenſe 
On any ways of Divine Providence, 

So many Crowns our Sufferings here attend, 
None for ſuch intereſt wou'd refuſe to lend. 
But ſee! the Sagar and Prince Phineas here! 
But oh, diſtrations in their Looks appear. 
Enter diſtourſing, «nd in great haſte, as eſcap*d from the Fight, 
Sagan and Phineas. | | 
Sag. Ah, Madam All js loſt! "The Sacred Man, 
By Heav'n deſerted is a Prigoer tane. 
Inſpir*d with a devout and glorious pride 
To guard that Heav*n, who him its aid deny'd. 
A brave retreat he to the Temple made, 
To Conquer there, or periſh in its aid. ; 
A living Rampire for a While he ſtood, _ 
And moted round the Sacred place with blood : 
The Temple trembled and the Lamps burnt dim, 
'Shook with the dangers that aſſaulted him; 


| Whilk 
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Whilſt unconcern'd he on his Guard did wait, 


More fixt and ſtedfaſt than the Brazen Gare z 
Enduring thus a hot and furious Siege, 
Aud even ſhain'd the heav?a he did oblige : 
But ere the King, who like a whirlwind flew, 
Tearing down Groves of the ſeditious Crue, 
Through thick and Xubborn Crouds cou'd make his way, 
The Rebels had ſecui*d the Noble Prey. Ef 7 

Clar. A fall like to his life renown?d and great, 
And does the ſtory of his Fame compleat. 

. Beren. Then we are loſt, this curſed hour will prove 

The fatal period of my life and loye. 

Cl:r, Whatl divin*d / now all my hopes are gone, 
And my great Father's gloriBus race is run. 
How fares the King ? 

Phin, A Sea ot armed Foes 
That Monzrch like a flaming Iſle incloſe. 

Sag. Wzſte no more pretious time complaining here, 


But to our Friends our quick aſſiſtance bear. LEx, Phin. Sag. 


O. Beren, Argam ! thrown iato the Rebels power, 
And muſt 1 never fee /*/paſian more ? 
It cannot be decreed ! | rave, I rave! 
Nature no warnirg at our parting gave! OY 
The Air wou®d ſare have ſigh*d, the Caves have mourn'd, 
The Clouds l.ave wept, the hollow Mountains groan'd , 
All Friends of love wowd have cxpreſt their fear 
Of two ſo kind, fo conitant, and to dear : 
Nature wou'd then have had convuilive pains, 
And blood have ſtarted out frem both our Veins. 
Clar, Alas ! too little care you did expreſs 
Of ſo much love, and ſo much happineſs. 
Why wowd you thruſt your ſelf into a Den 
Of Beaſts, who only have the ſhapes of Men ? 
DO. Beren. 1 came not here to offer you a Peace, 
The Roman power and glory to increaſe 
Toadd to Empire was not my deſign, 


Though 1 may hope one Gay it will be mine 4 


All my ambitions do no higher riſe, | 
Than at a ſmile from my Yeſpaſiars Eyes : 
But *twas from him all danger co remove, 
Danger, the mighty Rival to my lore : 
Daprger, that does enjoy him more than I, 
To whom from me he every hour does flye ; 
Leap3 to her arms, and Pm afraid. one day 


The Harpy will devour the glorious Prey. 


Clar. Heaven's ſp. cial Providence will watch to ſave, 
For univerſal good, a man ſo brave. 
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. Beren, You are a Stranger toa Lover's fears, 

They dangers ſpye whoſe ſhadows ſcarce appears. 
In Camp how do 1 pals the day in frights, 
In horrid dreams and broken ſleep the nights ? 
With my owncryes my ſelf 1 often wake, 
And waking, joy io find out my miſtake : 
Then in a ſound and pleaſing ſIcep I fall ; 
But ia the morniag for my Lord I call, 
How does my Lord, to cvery onel cry, 
If any look with a dejefted eye, 
But ſad or pale, for no reply 1 ſtay, 
Conclude my Lord is ſlain, and faint away. 

Clar. If ſuch vain terrours ſo much torment breed, 
W hat wou*d you do if you were hurt indeed ? 

O. Beren, What dothe wounded and thedying do? 
Love joyns in one, what are in Nature two % 
The breaſts of Lovers but one Soul contain, 
Which equally imparts delight or pain. 
Once he on danger did too ſtrongly preſs; 
(For he has all great Vertues in exceſs ; 
In gallant things endures no mean degree, 
Burt loves and fights ſtil) in extremicyy 
When, oh ! he wounded did return from fight, 
You may concetve th” effect of ſuch a ſight. 
My ſorrows violence no tongue can tell, 
Thrice in my Womens arms all cold 1 fell ; 
And only was to wretched life again 
Tormented, by the throbbing of his pain. 
Hourly 1 watch*d by him buth night and day, 
And never mov'd, but when 1 iwoon'd away. 
My eye for ever fixt on him | kept, 
Nor loſt the ſight of him but when 1 wept - 
In all his pains1 groan'd, his Fevers burn'd, 
Nor found | health or eaſe till his return'd. 

Clar. Are theſe the ſympathies that kindneſs prove ? 
I fear then I have the diſeaſe of love. | 
At the brave King the Darts and Javelins flye, 
But ic is] am hurt, and 1 that dye. 

Q, Beren. And has Victorious Love, fo long ſuppreſt, 
Obtain'd at length Dominion ia your breaſt ? 

Clay, If Pity can be Love, then 1 confeſs 
| Love that valiant Monarch to exceſs. 

Q Beren, Uader Compaſſion you wou'd Love diſguiſe, 
Therels no hiding Love from Loyer?s Eyes. 

Clar. Perhaps 1 love, | ſcarce the difference know, 
But Pity?s all that | ſhall ever ſhow. 

Q, Bereg, Your Father's Fate requires ſo great a ſhare 
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Of grief and pity, you have none to ſpare. | 
Clar. 1 rather triumph in my Father's Fate, 
Since Heavenly Glories on his ſufferings wal : 
But the poor King has no one to repay 
The Royal life for ce he throws away. 
©. Beren. Oh! did he know you lov*d he could not dye, 
No more than thoſe who enter heavenly joy. 
Clar. Know it he may, enjoy it never can 3 
*Twixt my embraces and that glorious man, 
Religious Vows have wider diſtance made, . 
Than if there were whole worlds betwixt us laid. 
O. Beren, Were, worlds betwixt you, bigger all than this, 
Love o're?em al} would mouat, to flye to bliſs, 
Millions of Leagues that Hawk his atery ſpies» 
And whereſoe?re you perch him, home he flyes. 
Clar, He muſt not flye within Religion?s Grounds, 
Q. Beren. Nor ought Religion to invade his Bounds. 
Come, to ſome Tower ler's our ſelves betake, 
Where cach of us a brave defence will make, 
Leſs for her own, than for her Lover's ſake. : [Ex. Ones 


———————_—_—— mm. 


ACT Y. SCENE I. 
' The Temple, 


BS 


After a Noiſe of fighting, Enter John, Eleazar, and the 
Phariſees, /cading Matthias bound. 


Eleaz. II, Kill the Prieſt / to ſave whoſe curſed head 
; The blood of Saints is ſo Profyſcly ſhed ! 
r. Phar. Make the bold Heathen King his rage repent, 
Fix the Pricſt's head upon the Battlement, 
Join, Yes, Sir, you dye——You have a Tyrantdin. 
Eleaz, Bane of Religion———— | 
2, Phar. A ſupport of ſin ! 
John, Greedy of wealth. 
Eleaz, Ambitious and profane ! 
3. Phar. Enflaving us, that you alone might raign. 
1. Phar. Deſpiſing all that our Traditions own. 
Fohn. Hater of Zcal, becauſe your ſelf had none. 
Eleaz, Patron cf all that to your ſide you gain, 
Proſelyte, Gentile, or Samaritan. 
2. Phar, And that for which yon moſt deſerve to dye, 
An open favourer of Idolatry. 
3- Phar.. Yes, Sir, for power you would to Rome have ſold, 
- Our 


_ 


Part. of JERUSALEM. 4.1 
Our Temple, Altars, and our ſacred Gold; G32, 
And plac'd their Idols here, provided you 
Might have been made a mighty Idol too. 

John. Rome wasthe Idol which you worſhip'd here, 
Your Dagon, Aſhtaroth, and Baal-Peor. ; 

leaz. You are her Prieſt, ſhe plac'd you in her Chair. 

1. Phar, Theſe are her Robes and Ornaments you wear. 

2, Phar. And to your mighty locks bloody Shrine, 
You did our lives in Sacrifice deſign. 

Matth, Amazing Impudence ! 

John, Come, do not flye 
To ſuch vain Trifles, but prepare to dye : 
They will not here ſo eaſily believe; 
Let not vain hopes of life your Soul deceive ; 
For though | to your Crimes expreſs ſome hate, 
I have a Jewiſh Charity for that. 

Matth, Oh Heavens 

Fohn, What {till in this diſorder keep. / 
Alas ! the doleful Object makes me weep! 
An aged man ! nay More a reverend Prieſt ! 
At his laſt hour in falſhood thus perſiſt. 

Eleaz, Tears for ſuch Sinners ought not to be ſpilt. 

3 Phar, Als Age and Office #ggravates his Guile. 

1. Phar, & Prieſt ſell Heav?n a little power to gain ? 

Eleaz, A Prieſt ſo proud? | 

John. An aged man ſo vain ? 

-Matth, Qh ! Divine goodneſs lend my Spirit Power, 

To rule it ſelf in this tempeſtuous hour. | . 
Eleaz, Come, bind his Eyes. ; 
__Maith. What in the Temple too ? 

To Heav'a it ſelf is there no reverence due ? 
2. Phay. You talk of Heaven ! 
Eleaz, You Sacriledge reprove, 
When if not hindred by the Power above, 
A Tyrant's [mage had defil'd this place ? 
John, So much diſlembling in that aged face ? 
2. Phar. Mock Heav?n the inſtant you expett to dye ! 
Fohn, Do you'the being of that Power deny? 
Methinks if Conſcience no reſpect can gain ; 
Shame before me a little ſhould reſtrain. | 
Do not I know ?———Oh, that I ne're had known ; | 
It coſts me many a moſt bitter groan. X 
Eleaz,, Grieve not your ſelf, your Cauſe needs no defence. | 
John, Oh 1 Divine Gift ! of uſeful impudence. Aſide. 
Matth,” Oh ! glorious being ! for thy Honour*s ſake, 
Some ſwift revenge on theſe Apoſtates take. * 
Eleaz, Come, to the work——-Let us no longer wait : 
G 2 But - 
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But ſce! the Gentile King has forc*d the Gate, 
Omnnes. We are betray*d ! 


Phraartes, Guard, enter and purſue the Rebels, who re- 
tire and ſhut the door after them. 


Phra, What horrid ſight is this ? Sees Matthias bound. 
To what curſt Demon is this Sacrifice ? ready to dye. 
Purſuz, purſue the Dogs —— 

Phin, This curſed Tower 
Secures the bloody Rebels from our power. 

Phra, Fire it, let Flames the ſavage Villains chace, 

Phin. It lodges, Sir, too near this ſacred place. 

Phra, The ſacred place ! there can be no ſuch thing ; 
Th» woild has nothing ſacred but a King, 

l am prophaird, and | revenge will have. 

Matth. O Truih why dwelVit thou not in Souls ſo braye ? 
Calm, Sir, your Royal Soul ! your juſt deſire 
Heav'n will purſue, with ſwifter wings then fire. 

Their crying Sins that ſleepy Vengance wake, 
Which mounted, ſoon their Troops ſhall overtake. 
But oh what Crowns in. Heav*n are forming now, 
By Angels hands, for our preſervers brow ? 

Phra, Oh! my good Father ! there was once an hour,, 
W hen you had greater Treaſure in your power : 

Now you may turn me off from Heav?n for pay, 
For all his Treaſure you have given away. | 

Matth. When 1 enjoy'd this Wealth i do not know, 
Nor yet to whom 1 d1d this bounty ſhow ? 

Phra. Nay it is that that makes my grief extreme, . 
You have beſtow? it oa a Cloud, a Dream, 

An empty ſhadow does my hopes deſtroy : 
Wcre hea mortal did the Gift enjoy, 

With Kingdoms |] would hire him to reſign, 

Or fpight of it my Sword ſhould make it mine: 
But like Camviſes here ] madly ſtand, 

To fight with winds, and conquer flying Sand : 
Roving imaginations of the mind, 

T hai flye around the world, and Reaſon blind, 
Forgive my words, forc't from m< by my pain ; 
"Ti;vt Religion ( Father) l complain, 

And your fair Daughter is the Gift I mean. 

Matth. Has ſhe the ſubje&t cf this wonder been ? 
I; that the Prize ſhow's br ſo dearly ought, 

A po: r and humble Maic below your thought 2 
She to Religion may her ſelf beſtow, 
Who has no taſte of apy thing below. 


And 


| Rligion has deform?s it into Sin : 
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And ſay Religion, Sir, ſhouw?d nothing be, 
Then nothing beſt wich nothing will agree ;. 
And ſhe fo little feels the joys of ſenſe, 
She?s next to nothing in indifference. 
What ſhowd ſhe do with Subjects, and a Throne,, 
Who half her life is on her knees alone ? 
She to a Lover will give ſmall delight, 
Who waſtes in Prayer two Watches of the Night. 
Beſides, ſhe beauty wants a Throne to Grace, 
And fill with Pleaſures ſuch a Kings embrace. 
Phra. Good Father, you are skilPd in things aboye, 
Leave Beauty to be judg'd by Youth and Love. 


Enter Clarona, Phedra, Women, attended with a Guard. 


Clary. Are my Prayers heard, do I my Father ſee ? 
And is he ſafe from Rebels Cruelty ? 

Matth. By this great Kings protcCtion yet 1 live, 
To whom next Heav'n thou muſt thy Praiſes give; 
And, wowd Religion with her Title part, 

On whom thou oughteſt to beſtow thy heart, 
Oh ! Daughter, we his kindneſs ill repay 
He gives us joy, and we take his away, 

Phra. Yes, Madam, I in infolence improve z 
For now in ſpight of your Commands l love. 
Sentence of Baniſhment on me you laid, 

And 1 ſome Tryals of Obedience made : 


- But-all my ſtrife with mighty Love was vain, 


It did cowpel me to return again, 
And fix my ſelf on you, my place of reſt; 
You | mult love, and in your love be blcſt, 
Clar, Still do thoſe thoughts your mighty mind purſue ? 
Alas! they torture me now more than you. 
Before ir was the Parthian King did crave, 
But now the Prince who did my Father fave; 
He asks my love, to whom my life I owe; 
Sir, ask me any thing I can beſtow, 
If then | prove tio your entreaties rude, 
Call me a Monſter of I-vratitude. 
Phra. For the too c:::1 doom to me decreed. 
I know you N-tvin 4nd Religior plead; 
That both have #%-:ly againſt Love combin'd, 
Nature has made it iatetnl to your mind, 


But, Madam, I em ll a ſtorm within : 
My Reaſon cannot hear one word you ſay; 
My raging Love blows all the ſound away. 


4.3 


Alatth: 


44 Th DESTRUCTION Part]. 


Hatth, Pity ſuch ſtormy Paſſions, Sir, ſhou'd blow 
In 2 brave Eeart, where ſuch great Virtues grow. 

Clar, With love ſo generous I coawd comply, 
Did not Rcligiou and wy Vows deny. 

Phra. No more to mz that Dream Religion name, 
On more ſubſtantizl Cauſes lay the blame : 

Say 1 have ſomething does your hatred move, 

Or that I am not worthy of your love: 

That I'm a baniſmd King, ana want'a Crown, 
And have not yet reveap*'d my wrong'd Renown. 
Say this, and I will ſatish'd remain, 

*Till L my Honour right, my Empire gain, 
Till Rome, nay *cill the Captive World, | bring 
To beg you to have pity on their King. 

Clar, Sir, for your love, no Beauty upon Earth 
But mizht adore the Stars that ruPd their Birth. 
In you, Sir, 2ll their longings may be Crown'd : 
Do they love Glory, here is to be found ; 

If Valour, never was a Man.fo brave; 

If Love, here's all that they can wiſh to have; 
If Noble Form, here they may pleaſe their ſight, 
With all that !s in Nature exquiſite. 

Phra. Say all theſe things, and love deny? 

Clary. 1 at this Price Eternal Glory buy. 

Phra. Eternal Glory ! —- Oh! that ſounding word ” 
Did it the joy of one hour's love afford, 

Or what a minute's pleaſing Dream beſtows, 

Then you gain ſomething for the joys you loſe; 

But do not ſacrifice me to a ſound, 

Where no deligh: cr meaning can be found. 

Aatth, Your Royal Soul has only yet perusd 
The Bock of Nature, which is all confusd - 
Religion ſhews you more of Heavenly good, 

Than ever Nature taught or underſtocd. 

Clar, Or truth or falſhood which ſo ere it be, 

If I believe it, It 1s rruth to me. 

Then, Sir, forgive me if 1 dare not love, 

1 dare not to Religion faithleſs prove. 
Suppoſe, Sir, I had vow'd my ſelf to you, 
Wou'd you be willing I ſhowd prove untrue ? 
And if | break my Vows with Powers above, 
Conſider | may then prove falſe to Love. 

Phra. Then give to Heav*n the Soul which you have vyow?'d, 
Bur lect theſe Beauties be an Love beſtow?d, 

Let me enjoy thoie Hands, thoſe Lips, thoſe Eyes, 
Which only Fleſh and Bloog know how to prize, 
And will not Heaven's Eſtate at all impair, 


And 


Part I. of JERUSALEM. 45 
And I will be contented with my ſhare. 
Clar. All is Religions. 
Phra, Do not tell me, all ! 
Clar. It is too late my Vows, Sir, to recal). 
Phra, All or not all, Heaven's right retain or give; 
Love muſt have ſomething that he may bur live. 
Clar, What, Father, can be done? 
atth, | do not know, 
Fain wou'd I pay the mighty Debt we owe. 
Clar. Me from my Birth your ſelf to Altars vowed. 
Matth. But by the Law Redemption tis allowed. 
Phra. Oh! bl:\ſed News! ſome hope is drawing nigh ! 
Can I her freedom with my Kingdom buy ? | 
Matth. Much lower price will do is——keep your Cibwn, 
Heaven needs it not, the World is all his own. 
Clar, Pve vow my ſelf. | 
AMatth. That is as [ allow : 
Subjects and Children have no right to vow, 
When Kings or Parents their conſent deny, 
A Solemn Lzagne is Solemn Villany. 
But oh ! I gave you my conſent with joy. 
Phra Oh! do not now my infant hop:s deſtroy ! 
Aatth. Alas ? my Reaſon no more aid can lend. 
Phra. How long ſhall l with Shadows here contend? 


Pm kept a Prigner in Religious Rules, [ Afide. 
And holy Laws the common Jail of Fools. | 
That I cov'd travel to ſome happy Star, - 


Or other Worlds remoy?d from this ſo far, 
W here the great Bell Religion is not heard, 
Nor Men out of the uſe of Reaſon ſcar'd; 
| Where happy Souls enjoy unbroken reſts, 

And have not their delights diſturb'd by Prieſts, . 
Who dayly tolling of this Bell are found, 
And no Man lives out of the frightful ſound. 

Matth, 1 ſee Pm thruſt on il}, deny or grant, . 
I muſt rob Heaven, or let you ſtarve for want. . 
M=23 are all Cruelty, but Heaven will ſpare, 
Ple truſt him, and Religious ſufferings bear. 
T3ke her, but know I ſteal from Wealth Divine, . 
And for your uſe the Gold of Altars coin. 

Clar. Who gave my being, may of me diſpoſe, 
I yi:1d the Gift a Father's right beſtows. 

Phra, Soul ſummon all thy force thy joy to bear, 
Whilſt on this hand Eternal love 1 ſwear, 

Clar, Now I am wholly at the King's Commands, . 
I kneel and beg moſt humbly at his hands, 
My Joy, my Peace, wy Everlaſting Crown, 

All: 


4.6 
All which Pve humbly at vis fect laid dewn. 
Phra, What means my Qin ? what is it ſhe wou'd have ? 
Clar. What |1 have 1tworn tio carry ro my Grave, 
And muſt, or periſh in ics juſt defence, 
I mean my ſpotleſs Virgin innocence. 
Phra. Was ere ſuch a requeſt ro Lover made ? 
Think you that fuch Commands can be obeyd ? 
Clar, Yes, or for ever | myſt wretched prove. 
Phra, Axk nor, vnlc!s you think 1 do not love, 
Clar. Sit, it von 49, then 1-:t your Jove be ſeen. 
Phra, It, quickly ihall——Ple wake you ſuch a Queen—— 
Clair. You may, the happieſt that did ever Reign, 
By our rettoring Heaven ro me again, 
Phra, To night Vle give It in your Bridal Bed. 
Clar. Firſt round the World let me in Chains be led. 
Phra. Theſe are not ſure your thoughts, think once again. 
Clair, The reſolution Ple to death retain. 
Phra, 1« this my Bridal Song ? a ſweeter ſonnd 

Should ia that heavenly voice methinks be found, 

Aitzrs, to your Omnipotence I bow, 

From me you fqrce what Armies couwd not do: 

What you will have, no Power can retain. 

Fair Salit! | give you to your Vows again. 

Sleep cn and cream cf mighty things above, 

I will not wake you any more with loye. 

Matth. Live, King Phraartes, let Feruſalem ring. 
Clar, All chaſte and holy Maids his praiſes ſing. 
All. Long live King Phraartes ! | 
Phra, But mult I all of you to Heaven reſign ? 

May not this Hand; thoſe charming Eyes be mine ? 
Clar, Pll granc the King, ſure, any modeſt Prayer. 

* Phra. Pray give me all of you that Heaven can ſpare. 
Clar, You ſhall have all the joys in frieadſhip's ſtore. 
Phra. Vie be content, ſince I muſt have no more. 

You ſhall remain my Sacred Maiden Queen, 

A Glorious Treaſure only to be ſeen. 

All. Long live King Phraartes. 


The DESTRUCTION © Part. 


[Enter Meſſenger, Sagan, and Phineas, 


Meſſ. Ah, Sir, new terrour the whole City fills, 
An Army covers all the Neighbouring Wills ; 
A dreadful ſhadow o're each Valley falls, 
And Roman Eagles hover near our Walls. 
Queen BHexerice, tranſported with the ſight, 
Prepares her Chariots to be gone to nignt ; 
The raging People rouz'd with theſe Alarms, 
In wild diſtraCtions all bertake to Arms. 
Phra. Friend thou doſt glorious tydings to me bring, 
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Now there is buſineſs worthy of a King. - 
Matth. Arriv'd ©re we are fitted for defence. 
Phin. We have been wrong'd with falſe Intelligence. 

Sag. Sure all our Scouts have been ſurpriz*d, or ſlain ! 
Matth, Haſte, leſt the Thieves by this advantage gain, 

Shur all the Gates, and guard the outward Courts, 

But chiefly watch the Rebels ſtropg reſorts : _ 

Then place our Standard by the Camp Divine, 

And there in Arms let all the People join. 

Phin. Sure they a reſolute defence will make, 

Since in the Town our Nation lies at ſtake ; 

Hither our Tribes are from all places come, 

Fear has drove thouſands, and devotion ſome. 

Some for the Paſſeoyer that's drawing nigh, 

But thouſands only here for refuge te. 

Theſe Buildings harbour on a various ſcore, 

Two hundred Legions of our Race and more. 

But on what e*re intent they here prepare, 

They totheir Wealth and Lives Devetion bear: 

Matth. Let %em all Arm—for though the Foe is brave, 

I on no terms a Peace with Rome will have. 

The Cauſe is Heaven's, and let the Power Divine 


Relinquiſh me, if I his right reſign. 
Phre. Father, your Foes already have their doom ; 

Triumph this moment for the fall of Rome : 

Her ſlaughter*d Legions feed your Beaſts and Fowls, 

Dung Earth with Carcaſes, and Hell with Souls ; 

The Chains of all the Captive Kings, and States ©» 

Their Power oppreſs, are fallen at your Gates : 

Hither by Fate is all their Glory hurÞPd, 

Stoop and take up the Empire of the World. 

For he who Being to Clarona gave, 

Ought the World's Empire in reward to have. 


The EPILOGUVE.' to the Firſt Part. 
O, Heaven be thankd, the Play is at an end, | \ 
The beſt pretence it has to gain a Friend, | | 
But this deſigws' to draw another on, 
But you may damn em now both under one : 
Faults to deſerve it every Critick, ſees, 
And they and we, both want no Enemies. 
Firſt all you Wits, who for ſome ſecret Crime, 
Have taken up a pique againſt poor Rhime, 
And you at tot x. are no little ſtore 
And next the Poets Foes, and they are more, 
Then all whom Prieſts and Women Saints diſpleafe, 
A ſmall and trifling number=————next to theſe, 4 
(If any ſuch can be) the pious Few; 
The frantique part of all our Nation too, 
Fanaticks, who'll be angry with ns all, 
For ripping up the baſe Original ; 
Shewing their Sires, the Phariſees, from whom: 
They and their Cheats by long ſucceſſion come - 
Whom they're ſo like, the diff rence duly priz'd, 
Fanaticks are but fews uncircumc2/d, 
. Theſe Plays then muſt have luck, to be long liv'd, 
None ere for damning better were conmrivd. 
What made the Poet on Jeruglem fall ? 
A Tale of Sodom wowd ha? plear'd you all. 
But he at ſhew and great Machines might aim, 
Fine Chairs to carry Poetry when lame, 
Or: Ropes inſtead of *Raptures to relye, | 
When the ſenſe creeps, to make the Afors fiye. 
Theſe Tricks upon our Stage will never hut, - 
Our Company ts for the old way of Wit. 
Then Actors plaid on Nature's charge alone, 
ind oily Poers then could be tindone ;; 
But now they lean ſa heavy on the Age, 
One Blockhead Poet falling breaks a Stage. 
Then Gentlemen for Plays ſo much diſtreſt,. 
Naked of ſh:w, by Enemies oppreſt, 
The Poct begs the aid of all the brave , 
And that he ſome pretence may have, 
"F2 Fer ft for his Rhime he pardon does imploye, 
[2 And promiſes to. ring thoſe Chimes no more © 
fg Next for Jerus'tem, but with patience ſtay, 
And you ſhall ſce it burnt in the next Play < 
Ard laſt to take away all ſad Complaints, 
' Theſe Plays debanch our Women into Saints, | 
Forgive it in the Plays, and nel engage, \ 
7 hey ſhall be Saints. no yy the Stage. | | 
| | 'I'N41S. | | We | 
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Ow ! once again this fair and noble Shew ! 
The Poet | 2_ you will good naturd grow - 


He ſhewd before his Muſe but to the waſt ; 

The Jewiſh Harlove hopes her dangers paſt, 

If ſhe above cowd _ ro leaft you ſhew 
ke all 


You will implicitely bi elow. 


' The Fool is hardy who to write does dave ; 


As ftrowg in Brain as Sampſon in his Hair 


- He needs to be, who conquers when he writes, 


The Pit Philiſtines, GalPry Girgaſhites, 
But what Allies t0 aid bim he does chuſe ? 
Priefts, Women Saints, and Pharaſaick Jews. 
Tou wicked Wits all Holy things deſpiſe, 


Are charm in *em then you perceive there lyes. 
Have you forgot fince Wit was fooPd by Cant *- 


The Hero ruin'd by the ſneaking Saint ? 
Saintſhip was making of a wicked face ? 

Hind ſnuffiing was a certain fign of Grace ?- 
Since by > foe diſtinttion then im vogue, 

The inward Saint was only fac'd with Rogue 
Hind men did ſubrly ſplit themſelves in two, 


Hind th outward man did all the miſchief do? 


Y the Brethren by a chance did. fall, 
n that deep pit of ſw you wenching call, 
*T'was but the outward Knave that was unchaſt, 


Hnd Sifters ſinvd but downward from the waſt ; 


The inward Maid as chaſt was as before, 
Hnd th upper parts did ſanit:ifie the lowr, 

Thus they cou'd ſin, and yet be Siſters too; 
Women are Wenche;. ftrazght, who fin with you, 
Sence thoſe falſe Phariſees did works ſo preat,. 
Why may not true ones do a little cheat #- 
Pervert your likings eo theſe wretched Plays, 
Lind make you for a Wit the Scribler pracſe. 


Tub preachers rid you all for years at leaft, 


Pray for an hour endure « Jewill Prieſt 5 
So 2p the Stage ſucceſsful as the Tub, 5 
Hind Criticks may ſucceed to Beelzebub. 


The Play ended, Mrs. Marſbal returns and ſpeaks the 
EPI.LOGUE, in the Character .of Queen Be- 


renlce. 


eS ;s the Gallant Britiſh Nation here | 

Nay then in ſpite of Titus PU appear, 

And make this brave Aſſembly judge my Cauſe ; 

Wow d you forſake your Loves for fear of Laws ? 

You are ſo brave, where Love-js in the caſe, 

- Men fear no danger, Women no diſgrace. 

A Confident is out 0 faſhion grown, 

Or any Common Friend will ſerve for one, + 

Who, Madam, pays your Eyes their Tribute due ? 

m—— "Tis my Lord ſuch a one: And, 1s he true fon 
—— 0k! very true, and worthy my eſttem,——— 

And, Madam, had you pritty Miſs by him? —— 
=—=Yes, Madam; —— Oh! we lead a pleaſant life,” 
Lord how we laugh at his poor nauſeous Wife |—— 
—— 1 thought you were ador*d by ſuch a one : 

w—=1 ld him firſt, but that Intrigue #s dont.——= 
—Hby did you part ?——— He was a Younger Brother ;, 
Beſides, we grew a weary of each other, | 
Thus brawe are you, n07 Can you well forbear x 

Your Women Charming, 7Acn moſt gallant are. 

With this ſmall Beauty I might Servants have, 

Now I am free ;, but 1 your pardon crave, 

1 never more will any Frienaſhips make, 

For my unkind, unconſtant Lovers ſake. 

No, — you in Love as Gauls dv in the Field, 

:Charge fierce, ſubdue, but ſoon your Conqueſts yield- | 
Never kzep long the Beauties which you take, . 8 _ 
But firſt diſmantle *em, then give em back, 

Then to all new Intrigues a long farewell; 

But Woman-like, though 1 diſſemble well, 

1 love to talk of my falſe Lover oft ; 

And if the paſſions 1 have ſigh'd be ſoft, 

And ſuch as may unhappy Beauties pleaſe, 

All you forſaken ſlighted Miſtreſſes, 

In mine, to hear your own complainings come ; 

"Tis better then to mope alone at home, 

Or in the Rooms, where firſt your heart: were won, 
Or private Lodgings, where they were——undone, 
Come all of your, but if the half reſort, 

Queen Berenice will have a crouded Conrt, 
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TITUS alone, ſitting melancholly in his Tent, 


Tit. N O more, ' no more——whilſt I her Doom delay, 


My Heart each hour 1 to new pains betray ;. 
The more I think, the leſs reſolv'd I prove,. 
And'l1 but wider tear the wounds of Love, 
Theſe thoughts no more. ſhall in my Soul conteſt, 
F11 pull this ſhafe of Love out of my Breaſt, 
And with one ?ſpatch conclude. my ling*ring pain ;. 
This day two ViQories at once Þ Il gain 
Over my Heart, and this Rebellious Town, . 
Conelude at once their Sorrows\and my own, 
Subdue both Love and them, my Fame complete ;. 
Glory begins to riſe, now Love mult ſer. | 
Said I, my Sorrows now an end. ſfiould know. 
Yefpatian never wretched was till now ! 
t fighz to purchaſe what I not regard, + 
Rome with my. ruine does my Sword reward. 
Gods! ——the Queens Sentence I muſt quickly ſpeak: 
Or I ſhall all my reſolutions break. | | 
Who waits ?  CEmter an Officer... 
Off. My Lord! | 
Tit, How forward is.the day ? Ps a 
Off. The Sun does gre the Hills his Beams diſplay.. | 
| yp | «oe Tit 
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Tit. The loitring morn does me a while prevent 
The beautious Queen now flumbers in her Teat: 
Some God in dream the fatal. tydiags b: ar, 

And for her doom her. Noble Soul prepare. 

Till ſhe awakes 1 muſt myiLove reprieve, 

Mean while 1 for th? aſſault will Orders give. 


Trumpets ſound, and a Centurian Enters, 


Cent, Great Sir ! Tiberias with the Kings attend 
Without your Tent, and for admiſſion ſend. _ 
' Tit. Condu& ?%em in, they opportunely come, 
Now ſtubborn Town 1 muſt pronounce thy doom. 


Centurian goes out, and immediately enter Tiberias, Malchus, and Antiochus; 


Tib. All health ! to glorious Ceſar / duty brings 
My ſelf, and your Allies, theſe brave young Kings, 
Thus early, Sir, your great Commands to know ; 

Broth they and all your Troops impatient grow, 
Your mercy longer ſhould theſe. Rebels fave, 
And humbly beg they may permiſſion have 

To throw this City, without more delay, 
-Beneath your feet, and end the War do day. 

Tit. Theſe valians Monarchs my deſires prevent, 
What they petition is my own intent. 

Theſe Slaves no more my mercy ſhall out-brave, 
Yer I would this moſt ſplendid City fave. 
Methinks it does a Noble Town appear ; | 
Gods Might forſake their Heaven inhabit here. 
With much delight 1 from my Camp behold 

Their ſhining Temple, flaming all with Gold; 
Which every morning puts ſuch Glory on, 

I oft miſtake it for the riſing Sun. 

The Mountaia which ſupports the ſplendid weight, 
Under the bright oppreſlion ſeems to ſweat ; 
Whilſt flocking Gods from every Region come, 
Deſpiſing allitheir little Fanes at home. 

Mal. To ſhining walls do you ſuch kindneſs bear ? 
For the Den's ſake will you the Wild-beaſts ſpare ? 

Ant, Three months your gen'rous ſelf you deaf have ſhewn 
Tottimportunings of your own renown ; ; 
Feeding your hungry Eagles every day, 

Only in"pity to the trembling prey, | 
Tiring the Arms of Fame, who to preſent, 

Her load of Crowns has waitzd at your Tent. 
Tib, Both Men and Gods, aſtoniſh'd, Sir, appear 


To ſee a Den of ſamiſht Rebels here, 
Which might ſo ſoon out of your way be hurÞd, 
Retard you from the Conqueſt of the World. * 
4sl. But how much longer ſhall, may ſoon be known ; 


Two walls your Rams beneath your feer have thrown, 


That now the Town has in its fad diſtreſs 
But one poor wall to hide her nakedneſs. 
Ant. Yes, mighty Ceſar has one Robe beſtow?d, 
A work that might become ſome pow?rful God ; 
A wall wherewith he has their Tow'rs confin?d. 
As if to make new wonders for Mankind: 
Built by your Legions in the little ſpace, 
The Sun but thrice drove round his daily race; 
That the fourth morning the aſtoniſh*d Sun 
Stood ſtill to gaze on what your Troops had done ; 
And now theſe Crowds cannot your anger fly, 
They have no way to ſcape you, but to die. | 
Tit. You ſaw, conſtrain*d by famine, how they fought, 
Graſs, Hay or Dupg, 3t what dear rates they bought; | 
Around the Meadows they would fiercely range, 
And freely Blood for Juice of Graſs exchange: 
Nay with the plenty grew luxurions'too, | 
Were fat with Graſs, and drunk with morning Dew, 
That I was forc'd this remedy to take, | 
Both for my Men, and for my Horſes ſake; 
Moſt for their own, whoml would fain reprieve, 
Compel to taſte my clemency, and live. 
Ti6. Yes, Sir, but ere they will a Roman ſerve, 
The fooliſh ſlaves in malice chuſe to ſtarye: 
Shur in with Famine, he ſuch ſhoals does ear, 
The ſavage Monſter will our Swords defeat s 
Each Ditch and Vault his foul proviſions fill ; 
There ſcarce are living left enow to kill. 
Tit, A ſtrange diſtraftion on theſe wretches ſeize. 
Mal. The Nobler Fews are ſick of that diſeaſe, 
Religious madneſs does their minds oppreſs, pe 
And with ſtrange dreams their raving thoughts polleſs : 
Paſt cure of Hunger, Darkneſs, Iron Rods, 
They talk of nought but Heav*n, Religion, Gods, 
©f conqu"ring you, nay of enſlaving Rome, 
Of Empire here, and Paradiſe to come. 
Ant. Nay, every moment they expect a King 
Of their own Nation who ſhall ſuccour bring, 
Strange wonders do, both teach and rule the Earth, 
And think the Clouds big with this mighty Birth : 
It never thunders but they think he calls ; : 
Each ſtorm they watch to catch him av he falls. 
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Tb. Some fondly dream, the Parthian King is he; 

Think him the eldeſt Son of Propheſie. 

Find him InrolPd in their Divine Record, 

And fee ſtrange wonders budding on his Sword. 

A mighty Empire is in him begun, 

He drives along the Chariot of their Sun. 

Behiad the Hills already it appears, 

His Valour laſhes on the loytring years. 

Tit, Poor Prince ! to vault up to ſach heights as thoſe, 

Improper ground he for his riſe has choſe. 

My injur*d patience ſhall no longer wait ; 

This night I have decreed the Cities fate ; 

And the laſt Morning now is drawing on 

The Sun ſhall riſe o're this Rebellious Town. 

To all my Squadrons ſtriteſk Orders bear, 

They for a general Aſſault prepare. 

And if the Rebels ſtill my merey ſlight, 

Bury the City out of humane ſight, 

Only from ruine-fave the bright abode 

Of their great Power, I would oblige that God; 

To aid Rebellion, nobly he diſdains; 

Beſides the Pile my Admiration gains : 

What elſe of greatneſs may deſerve the name, 

Preſerve for Monuments of Roman fame. 

Tib, How will Heav*ns Vaults with Acclamations ring, 

When theſe Commands we to the Army bring ? 

' ail. For this my Arabs have impatient been. 
Ant, No leſs have all my Slaves of Comagene, 
Tit, But that this ſtubborn City yet may find 

How much to Clemency 1 am inclin'd, 

Through all my Army Proclamation make, 

That all who ro my Mercy will betake, 

I'll gladly as my beſt of Friends regard, 

And not alone will pardon, bus reward ; 

But no compaſſion ſhaij prevail for them, 

W ho this my proffer*d Mercy dare contemn.: 
Tb. Severity co ſome would thouſands fave z 

And, Sir, your Legions Troops of Captives have ; 

If Ceſar pleaſe, &ie we the fight begin, 

We will for terrour. to the Slaves'within, 

The R<bel Caprives, tene in heat of fight, 

Fix on high Crofles ia their Breghrens fight ; 

The horrid Spectacle will batter down '_ 

Their Souls, as faſt as Engines do the Town. 


Ti, Streight Jet the Orders through my Camp be ſpread. 


Tib. 
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; Tib, whiſpers a Cent, who £065 Out. 


Mal.. I mighty Ceſar*s pleaſure at the head x 
: CExir. 


Of all my Troops will wait.— : 
Ant. And I at mine; 


My Squadrons ſoon ſhall be prepar*d to joyn. LExrt. 
A Shout, | 


Tib. Hark! from the Camp glad ſhouts invade the Air, 
The News are ſpread, and all with joy prepare. 
= | Like fiery Steeds they bound, and beat the Plains, 
And loudly neigh to feel the ſlackned Reins, 


Ratling of Chains, and a loud cry as of many Priſoners within, 
calling for mercy. 


Tib, The condemn*d Captives now are led to die, 
And vainly to your Guards for mercy cry. 
Tit. Theſe wretches ſorrows move me; none before | 
From- me did mercy undeni'd implore, - ; | So 
Tib. Now ere our Legions towards the City move, [Afonie: 
I muſt aſſault a while my Generals Love, | 
To row7ze his Soul muſt be my ſpeedy care ; 
To a bright Heaven he ſhortly will repair, 2 
Where his fair Queen will no admiſſion find. ES \ 
Already | have ſtirr*d his Noble mind; 
But Pm afraid again he's fala aſleep, 
And the ſweet dream his Soul docs pris ner keep ; 
I muſt no longer the Alarm delay, 
For the whole Empire for his waking ſtay. | 
Tit. Now to my Friend Tiberias le impart [ Aſide. 
The itrange decree of my revolting heart : | 
The victory, it o're that fire does gain, 
He, and all Rome fo long oppos'd in vain. 
Tib. Now, Sir, one word ! 
Tit. Ah? Friend? thy thovghts I gueſs, y 
Againſt my love thou ſomething would'ſt expreſs, 
Tib, The time is drawing near ! 
Tit, Oh how 1 grieve! 
Muſt I the joys of Love for Empire leave ? 
 - Tib. My boldneſs, Ceſar, puniſh or forgive, 
Your beloy'd paſlion mult no Jonger live. 
You know Rome waits but till this Siege be done, 
| To place you Partiier in your Father*s Throne.' : 
; The Empire will not for his ſetting ſtay, 
She'l have no twilight, but perpetual! day: _ 
I 2 


But 
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Bat certain Laws each ſtep to Glory guard, 
Ase're intupper world for the reward 
Of yeur great deeds a Godhead you receive, 
You firſt by Natures Law this world mult leave ; 
So by the Laws of Rome, ere you remove 
To Pow'r and Empire, you muſt dye to Love. 
I mean this Love, which you deſcend to place 
On a Crown'd Head, and one of forreign Race. 
For, to be plain, Rome never will admit 
A Queen on her Imperial Throne ſhould ſit ; 
"Leſs that her Laws you ſhould with one out-brave, 
Who wears her Chains, and is her Royal Slave, 
On Ceſar's noble Nature I preſume ; 
Butfſ\ muſt venture whatſoe*re*'s my. doom. 
None vainly will deceive a dying friend; 
You tonew Worlds of Glory now aſcend. 
And, Sir, it's my duty to declare | 
You are for Heaven, and bid you ſtreight prepare. 
Tir. Thy Counſels all from perfect friendſhip flow : 
Too well the Roman Laws and pride 1 know. 
Oh ! Gods! what charming love muſt 1 forſake ? 
x Tib, Of that, Great Sir, there*s none diſpute will make. 
. Tit. Ah ! Friend! more charming than thou can'ſt beliey::, 
Or raiſe imagination to conceive. 
Like frozen Climates thou my Sun may?lt ſee, 
Bat what [I feel is myſtery to thee. 
She ne re unvails her beauty to my ſight, 
But my Soul's loſt in mazes of delight ! 
© My thirſty Eyes drink in a ſecret fire, 
I feel a joy no repetitions tire. 
” Her charms each day with freſh delight I view, 
And ſtill diſcover in ?*«m ſomething new. 
Tib. What muſt be done, Sir, will you then proceed ? 
Tit, Ah! who can ſoon from ſuch a love be freed ? 
Yet Friend, to ſhew my Glory Ple compleat, 
That nothing for my Courage is too great. 
Againſt this Love, which is to me ſo dear, 
From my own mouth this wondrous ſentence hear : 
Know then, the hour I all my hopes can crown, 
Now Heay*n rains on me all wiſh'd- Bleſſings down, 
Now ſmiling Fate makes Garlands for my Soul, 
And ſpreads amighty Bed for Love to rowl ; 
To the fair Queen I go, ſtrange news to bear ! 
'] go—Oh! Heavens !— 1 go-— now $0 declare. 
Tib, Whar, Sir ? 
Tit, That thou woulc'|& ne're belieye before, 


That 


*% 


"Part Il. of JERUSALEM. 


That we muſt neyer ſee each other more. 

Tib. Amazing News 

Tit. Tiberias, *tis decreed ! 
My heart does for the Queens misfortunes bleed ; 
I fear of fatal conſequence *cwill prove / 
But nothing can my reſo]utions move. 
Seven days my lab'ring Soul in pain hasbeex, 
To break the fatal tidings to the Queen. 
Sometimes in fighs'l would my thoughts expreſs, 
And fain wonld have her my inteations gueſs, 
But ſhe, who nobly on my faith relies, 
Little ſuſpects when the falſe ſighs ariſe. 
Sure of my heart, and laviſh of her own, 
Miſtakes th? intention of my ſecret moan. 
Pities my ſorrows, and more charming grows, 
And all my courage wholly overthrows. 
But now, Ive all my conſtancy alargyd, 
My Soul is fix*d, and I am wholly arm'd. 


Tib. Oh! wondrous Conqueſt ! now your glorious name, | 


And mighty deeds, ſhall fill the mouth of Fame; 
You barb'rous Nations did ſubdue before, 
But now your ſelf choſe Nations Conquerour ; 
Though ſome rude fears into our minds would prefs, 
Yer, Sir, from you we did expect no leſs. 

Tit. Oh! we with ſpecious names our ſelves deceive, 
And ſolid Joys for empty Titles leave. 
Oh! Gods! what pleaſures now do I forſake ! 
PII think no more, my conſtancy will ſhake. 
You flattring dreams of Love be gone from hence,. 
P11 dot, and ne're regard the conſequence. 


Trumpets, and enter an Officer. 


Off. Great Sir, the Queen is lighted at the Tent. 
Tit. Ah! Friend! {or FL 
Tib. How, Sir ? ſo ſoon your Courage ſpent ? 
And in the field &re you the fight begin? 
Is this the time ——— | 
Tit, No more, — Conduct her in. 


Enter Berenice, Semandra. 


Ber. My Lord in health ! now 1 am eagd of pain, 
And my minds quiet is return'd again, 
A fooliſh dream tormented me to night ; 
What, matters not, now I have you in fight. 


59 


OI Ine SI Re —_— ————_—— 
— = _ A... 


\ 


& Th DESTRUCTION PartIL 
But ha! I in your looks a ſadneſs ſpy; : 


You only to my words with ſighs reply. 
Muſt all yoyr thoughts to Fame.devoted be : 


; Canyou afford no room in *em for me ? 


If preſent thus you baniſh me your mind, 
My Image ſure does cold acceptance find 
In your retiring heart, when | am gone, 
And left it quite to your diſpoſe alone. 

Tit, Ah! Madam! all the Gods can witneſs bear, 

Queen Berenice is always preſent there. 
No time, nor abſence ever ſhall deface 
Thar Image Love once in my heart did place. 

Ber. Why, Sir, do you invoke the Gods for this ? 
Does Titus need a friend to Berenice ? | 
All they can witneſs will ſuperfluous be, 

Titws is heav*n, and aff the Gods to me. 

Tit. Ye Gods! how dearly muſt I Empire buy ? [ Aſide. 
You keep the rates of Gloty up too high. | 
And too ſevere a task of me require, 

W ho no delight but Berenice deſire, 

Tib, Ceſar is loſt ! what charms does ſhe diſplay ? —_ 77 
Stifled in ſweets his Conrage faints away. | 

Ber, Ah! Sir! your Eyes do from me withdraw, 

As if {ome ill unpleaſing thing you taw, 

Alas ! permit me to relate my fears, 

Methinks of late a change in you appears; 

Theſe ſeven days I have not gain'd a word, 

Your lter*d looks did not une ſmile afford : 
Alas! to doubt your love 1 do not dare, 

And yet I cannot from ſome fear forbear; 

Theſe Omens muſt forebode ſome ill Pm ſure. 

My fate has been too happy to endure. 

Say then, whence ſprings this trouble ? if from me, 
Tell we, and I will die to ſet you free; 

For all is done, that | was born to do, 

If I can add no more delight to you: 

For you are all 

Tit, Madam, no more, no more 
On me too lib:rally you Favours pour ; 

For on a moſt vngrateful man they fall. 

Ber. Ah! Sir! do you your ſelf ungrateful call ? 

Perhaps you weary of my kindneſs grow, 

Th<«t never was a trouble thought till now. 

I have liv'd long enovgh, if that be true; ” 

For all the joy 1 take in life is you, W 
Tic, My ſorrow, Madam, ſince I mus reveal, 


. | My 
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My heart did never greater paſſion feel ———— 

But 
*Ber. Finiſh, Sir '—— 
Tit, Alas: 
Ber, Speak, ſpeak my doom. 
Tit, Some God aſliſt me now—— the Empire Rome—— 

Sound to thaſſault, le to my Squadrons ſtraight, | 

My Souls oppreſt, I can no more relate. CExi. 


Goes on the ſudden math Tib, 


Ber, Dear Hefwn! what ſhould this Myſtery contain ? 
Sem, Nothing but Heav*n the riddle can explain. 
You have done nothing might his anger move ? 
Ber. Except he takes offence at too much Love. 
Sem, | wiſh ill News from Rome has not poſleſt, 
Wirh ſome unpleaſing thoughts, his troubled breaſt ; 
You know the hate ſhe bears your rank and you, 
And now if he—— | Y 
Ber. Alas! if that were true / 
But oh ! he never can ſo civil prove 7 
A thouſand times he has aſtur*d his Love 
Should to no hanghty Laws of Rome ſubmit, 
And ere his Loye he would the Empirequit. 
And now, that I eſteem my danger paſt, 
He will not ſure undo me at the laſt, 
No Titus Soul muſt needs be generous ſtil}, 
And mine as brave mult think of him no ill. 
What ere it is, Pm unconcern'd to know, 
W hilſt 1 have himw, let Thrones and Empires go. 
Their loſs I would not with one tear redeem, 
I have the Empire'of the World in him. [Excunt. 
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ACT II. 
SCENE The Palace in Jeruſalem, 


Enter Matthias, Sagan, Phineas, : 


Phin. Ow long will Heav?n his needful aid delay ? : 
With various plagues our Nation pines away. : 

- Beſieg*d without, by all the power of Rome, 

Famiſh'd within, and no relief does come : 

Our Prayers on daily Embaſlies we ſend, os 


But, 
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But Heav*n no Angel Voluntiers will lend ; 
He locks his mercy up in Towers of Braſs, 
Nor lets our Prayers on their Embaſlage paſs. 

Sag. Rome's battring Rammes have more effeC than o urs, 
Her Engines daily over-ſet our Towrs ; 
But our ſtrong cries, tho? n='re ſo loud we call, 
Cannot ſo much as ſhake Heay?as Chryſtal Wall, 

Mat, 1 cannot dive into the myſtick ſence ; 

But Heav'n his preſence has withdrawn from hence : 
He none of all his wonted ways replies, 

By Angels Viſions, Dreams, or Prophelſies ; 

But from his own Temple he has ta?ne his flighr, 
And given it to Owls, and Birds of night. 

Phin. A Reaſon ſure no mortal thought can frame, 
But Heav®n at us does all his Arrows aim. 

We know pot where to make our chief defence, 
*Gainſt Famine, Traytors, Rome, or Peſtilence : 
If from the Roman fury to preſerve 

Our ſclves-we fight, we only fight to ſtarve :- 

If by dear purchasd Food we life maintain, 

We fight to eat, and eat to fight again. 

Sag. Theſe our luxurious things you now relate; 
The plenty*s luſt of that once happy ſtate. | 
We muſt no more on the rich Meadows ſtray, 

Nor dine with Cefar's Horſes every day. 

Titus not only a poor famiſh'd Crew 
Impriſons, but their Walls and Bulwarks too. 
A wondrous proof of Komar greatneſs ſhown, 
A mighty Wall ſurrounding all the Town, 
Built in three days; that now we pounded are, 


' Penn'd in with Monſters, Famine, and Deſpair. 


For Roman ſport, like Gladiators here, ; . 
We fight, as in an Amphitheatre. 
They laugh to ſee us by each other fall), 
And ſhut in Famine to devour us all. 

Mat. And from that Monſter we ſmall mercy find, 
Our Crowds are all to fleeting ſhadows pin'd; 
They walk about like SpeCtres of the night, 
Famiſh'd to Shapes, would even Ghoſts afright : 
Paler than Ghoſts the ſtarving people lie, 
And rather ſcem to variſh than to die. 
No tears for Friends or Kindred now are ſhed, 
The living look with envy on the dead, 
Who fr:ed from Hungers rigorous demands, 
Have flvrg their Tenements on Natures hands. 

Phin, Anda leſt devouring Famine ſhould be cloy?d, 
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And we not faſt or ſoon enough deſtroy'd, 
What little Orts the Monſter can afford, 
Are by the bloody Rebels Swords devour'd. 
Sag. And leſt the Parthian King our Nation ſave, 
Thai we from ruine no defence may have, 
That ſpreading Tree, under whoſe Boughs we fate, 
And ſhelter found in all the ſtorms of Fate, 
Blaſted by Love, now withers every day, | 
And with him all our comfort pines away. . 
Phin, Yes, et Clarona's feet (*tis ſaid) he lies ; 
d. Who faves the Father, by the Daughter dies. 
| . Sag. It will diſhonour on Religion draw ; 
"Tis true, we are forbidden by the Law 
To match with Strangers to our Faith and Bloud, 
| But we are more forbid Ingratitude. 
Mat. Your Sentiments I do not diſapprove ; 
My Daughter has my leave to ſhew him Love, 
In hopes to win him by enticing Charms, 
To Divine Pleaſures in Religions Arms, 
And to reward his Soul with Heav*nly Joy, 
o That Crown nor Rome, nor Rebels can deſtroy. 
Phin. Why our own ſafety do we thus negleCt ? 
And only fight baſe Rebels co prote&t. 
We bawd for them, whilſt they their Luſts procure, _ - 
We from Heavens Officers defend the door. | | 
Veſpaſian is the ſcourge of wrath divine; 
Let us theſe Rebels to the Rod reſign. 
Mat. I dare not do it, they will then reſume 
Their ancient cries; Conſpiracies with Rome ! 
With ſhews of truth they will their charge maintain, 
And 1 ſhall help *em my Renown to ſtain, | [Cries without. 
Heark! they have now begun their mornings chace. | 
Sag. This Palace borders near the Holy Place, 
And thence the winds theſe doeful noiſes bear. 
Mat. Some by the Rebels now are tortur'd there. 
Phin, Since thoſe foul Spirits did the Temple haunt, 
Our Ears did ne're theſe entertainments want. 
Mat, Our Altars they poſleſs, our Laws contemn ; | 
Let us attone our ſins with blood of them: CEx. Om 


The Scene changes to. the Temple. 
Enter John, Eleazer, Phariſees, driving ſeveral over the Stage, 


1 Pha. Oh 7 bloody Hypocrites ! 
þ Foh. Scourge! ſcourge *em well ! 


See if th? Idolaters no food conceal. 
Emer * 
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_ Enter aPhariſee followed by a VVoman,. 


1. Phar. A Woman ia the Act of eating ta*®ne, 
VYom. Thou greedy Thief reſtore my Bread again. 
1 three days hunger for this Morſel bore, 
Denyed my ſelf , and:ran on Natures Score; 
And thou depriveſt me of this poor retreat, 
Thou ſavage Cannibal my life doſt ear. | 
John, Tou grieyv?ſt thy ſelf and us with vain complaints, 
We muſt not Sinners feed with Bread of Saints. | 
Now move our Plot, but ſo as none may know, [//bi/pers aPharilee. 
Or gueſs, you ſhoot my Arrows from your Bow. _ , 
Some Viſions feign, for with a vulgar head 
Viſions like Pictures ſerve in Reaſons ſtead. 

2. Phar, Enough. 
Now Bretheren to our great Afairs. 

Oh / John, how long wilt thou deny our Prayers ? 
Seeſt thou not how the Nation headleſs lies ? 

The Prieſt depos'd by his Impieties, 

The Sacred Flock without a Shepherd ſtray 
Through Thorns and Brakes, and made to Wolves a prey; 
Whilſt thou canſt all their ſufferings behold, 

And wilt not drive *em ſafe into a Fold. 

Fohn, How precious is to me the tend?reſt moan 

Of ſuffering Saints, I oft and long haye ſhewn. 

L have lamented long to ſee a vile 

And Impious Man the Diadem defile. 
With names of good and Loyal guild his Traio, 
And Saints with the reproach of Rebels ſtain 
Peluding tender minds, who do not ſee, 

Not Micors make a Prieſt, but Sanctity : 

But Sirs, I would not have the burthen fall 

Oa me, the weakeſt, meaneſt of you all. 

2. Phar, We have conſulred, wept, and pray'd, and find. 
Our Souls born to thee by a pow*rful Wind, | 
That blows from Heav'n and againſt that Gale 
No Humane Wiſdome muſt pretend to Sail. 

John. Alas! No holy man a Miger wants ! 

For we are all High Prieſts as we are Saints. 

2. Phar. But {ince ſome weak ones know not their own right, 
And gainſt Religion for a Miter fight; 

For ſake of tender Minds *twere fit we Joya 
internal Saintſhip with External Sign. 

Eleaz.. Sirs, ſhall we not this way the law offend ? 
Thijs Office muſt to Aarons Sons deſcend : 


[/Vhiſpers to John. 


oh, 
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John, Think you (dear Brother ) Carnal Sons are meant ? 
No, but his Sons by Heav*aly deſcent. 
But yet ſuppoſe the literal Senſe were good, | 
Power Heav*ns Crown Land, is but at will beſtow'd.; 
And when *cis forfeited by Wicked Men, 
Retnrns to Saints the Royal Blood again. 
IL. do not ſpeak that ſucha weight ſhould fall 
On me the weakeſt, meaneſt of you all. 
2, Phar. Doſt thou oppoſe us ſtill ? Then hear, and fear 
A Viſion did laſt night to me appear, | 
Puting a Prieſtly Miter in my hand, [Takes a Miter. 
Crown Fohn with it (ſaid he) at my Command. | 
If he rejects it, or beneath ir faints, 
Let him reject, too the reward of Saints. 
Now, if you dare the Viſion diſobey. 
Fohn. But did the Viſion Fohr diſtinctly ſay ? 
2. Phar. With a loud Voice it Fohn: did thrice proclaim, 
As if it fear'd | ſhould forget the Name. 
Fobn. lt muſt ſome ſecret Myſtery contain ; 
For Dreams and Viſions never do ſpeak plain - 
Some of you holy ones by John are meant. 
2. Phay. You are the Jobn to whom the Miter*s (ent. 
Fohn. Brethren, indeed you value' me too high. 
2: Phar, Obedience to the Viſions voice deny ? 
Eleaz, Perhaps the literal ſence ſome doubts has bred, 
Ple be the Myſtick Fob? then in his ſtead, ; | 
And with the Holy Burthen will rejoyce. [CEle. Puts 04 4 hiter; 
Johan takes the Xiter from Eleazar”s Head. 
Fohn.-1ſin, I ſin, I will obey the Voice. 
Brethren, I thank you all, for though I know 
The Sacred Burden under which I bow, 
Cannot by fleſh and blood be undergone ; 
Yet you your high eſteem of me have ſhewn: 
With Cheerſul Wine now fill the Holy Bowls, 
And with Religious joy refreſh your Souls. 
All Creatures for delight of Saints are made, 
And wicked Men dd but our Rights invade. 
If one of usa ſinners Bread devyours, | 
He wrongs him not, forall the World is ours, 
The Bauquet ſpread, and let the Muſick play, 
Thus Saincs is all your Coronation day, | 
Pm but the humbleſt Servant of youall, 
To you the eaſe, to me the Burdens fall. 
My Prieſtly Bleſſing inthis Bowl I give ; 
May Traytors yo and the Brethren live. 
For ever live, for ever loye maintain- ' 


, K 2 | 1, Phar, 
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1 Pha, With ſwelling Hearts aud Bowls we wiſh 
All, Amen, ——— [ A8 drink, 
Foh. Once more | wiſh, for ever love maintain ! 
2 Pha, Once more we ſay Amen. 
3 Pha. Amen |! | 
All. Amen. | [ All drink, 
Foh. Now the Apoſtate I condemn to dye, 

Who has ſo long defil'd this Dignity. 

By my own hand that Victim ſhall be ſlain, 

And with his Blood Ple bleſs my following Reign : 

True if the Soul of any private Saint 

Does afcer ſuch a glorious ation pant. 

Then by his valour let the Traytor bleed, 

Pll humbly yield to him the gracious deed, _ DCExn. 


Scene the Palace. 


Enter Clarona, followed by Phraartes, 


Phra, In vain you flye, to death I will purſue ! 
I've always been accuſtom'd to ſubdue. | 
Indeed by Villains, Fortune, and by Rome 
Ive been betray?d, but ne*er was overcome. 

Here I have brought my War, nor will be gone, 
Till every Province of you be my own. 

Clar. Little knows he his Love's too great ſucceſs, 

And my now vanquiſh'd Heart's more great diſtreſs. 
, Phra. Sec if ſhe wil) beſtow on me a look ! 

What Soul is able ſuch diſdain to brook ? 

Malicious chance - that ever I came here ! 

I ſtopt my Glory 1a its full career, 

There had not now in the whole World remaind, 

A Throne unconquer?d, or a King unchain'd ! 

But all that Glory in this fatal place 

1 have conſum'd before one beautious face. 

Clar. Did I intreat you, Sir, .ſo long to ſtay, 
And for my ſake your great Deſigns delay ? 

Phr. | know you ſcorn my Love and Valour both! 
The ſafety I beſtow on you, you loath : 

You daily like the Morn in bluſhes riſe, 
Becauſe you live by one you do dcfpile. 

Clar. All this with patience 1 can hear from you. 

Phr. Youcan hear any thing vou ſhould not do ; 
But you are deaf to all the loudeſt ſounds ' 

Of all my ſervices, of all my wounds ; 
Though Camp and City both do filence break, 


And 
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And there the Dead, and here the Living ſpeak, | 
All to your hearing cannot force away. - | 

Clar, 1 fill can hear. 

Phr. And ſtill flight all 1 fay. 
Why with ſuch ſcorn do you my Love deny ? 
| Shew me the man on Earth more great then I, 
| And let that inan the happy Lover be. 
Clar. Greatneſs not valued is at ali by me. 
| Pbr. What do you value ? 
Clar, Nothing in this vain 

And wretched World —— - 

| Phr, Wou'd | were out one then ! 


Clar, Where is the heart ſuch kindneſs wou'd not move ? 
Who can reſiſt ſuch Merit? and ſuch Love? LVVeeps. 


Phr. How ! do you weep! Nay, then 1 have done 1]l /=—=——= 
Thus humbly I for pardon to you kneel ! [XK nels, 


Let not my rage a trouble to you prove ! 
1 do confeſs I am unfic to Love. 
Love has too violent effect, 1 find, | 
On my too raſh, and moſt unruly mind. [Trumpet ſounds, 
The Trumpet calls !— farewel], too Lovely Maid ! 
To reach thy Heavenly Beauties I have ſtraid; 
Like the Miſtaken Fool, who wanders round, 
To find the place where Heav?n does touch the ground. 
- Whilſt thou contiou?ſt ſtill, far, far above | 
Talleſt deſerts, and moſt aſpiring. Love. : 
Who higheſt climbe, but reach thee with their Eye, 
No more then thoſe who in the Valleys lie. COffers to go.. 
Clar, Oh! ſtay! 
Phr. That Charming Voice did I not hear ? 
Or did My thoughts deceive my credulous Ear ? 
Clar. Stay.yet a moment with me. 
Phr. Stay with you? x 
That 1 toall Eternity couw'd do. 
Clar. Sit down a while, for I have much to ſay. 
PFhr. Such kigd commands how gladly I obey. 
Clar. Did 1 e're think that any ſhould ſubdue * [ Aſide, 
My heart tolove, ,and to confeſs it too ? | 
Oh Heay?n ! That thou ſo kind to me hadſt been - 
- Thatl had never King Phraartes ſeen. 
© Phraar. Is itfer this that I muſt tarry here? - 
Clar, You may have Patience, Sir, till more appear. 
Oh had 1 never:King Phraartes ſeen, 
My life had been all happy and ſerene! 
I had not known what ſhame or guilt had. meant, 
þ Nor had a thought. of which I might repeat, 


Phraar. 
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Phraar. Rave I Tranſplanted any of thoſe foul 
And thorny weeds out of my deſart Soul 
Iato your.Breaſt? Let em not there remain, 
Return *em to their Native Soyl-again. 
' Clar, You have a Plant, I thought no more coud grow 
In wy cold breaſt, then Roſes in the Snow : 
A Plant whoſe name I did abhor before, 
Nor dare I name it leſt i ſpeak no more. 
Phraar. What Artiſt can my trembling doubts remove ? 
Oh that durſt ſuppoſe itto be Love ! | 
Id give my Crown I con'd my thoughts beguile 
But with thoſedawning glimmering hopes a while. 
' Clar, What unknown Fates are kept for us above ? 
Thar 1 ſhovw'd own to any onel Love ! 
Phraer. W hat vaſt oppreſſion of delight is this ? 
Hold! For 1 bow beneath the weight of iſs. 
Clar. Alas ” I think indeed yo alter'd grow, 
And blood out of your wounds begin to flow, 
Phraar. Let it flow on : But did you ſay you Love! 
Clar. Suppreſsthis paſſion it may hurtful prove. 
Lean on my boſom whilſt your wounds | bind. 
Phraar. Oh joy !' Oh ſweetnefs ! Oh my raviſh'd mind! 
1 cannot ſpeak the half. that 1 would ſay 
And heark, the Trumpet calls me now away. 


Clar, Peace, murd'ring ſound ! Thou ſhalt not be obey?d; 
You ſhall nor ſtir, the bleeding is not ſtay?d: 
Do not go from me. —— 

Phraar, Do not go from you ! 

If by each blowl1 gave, a King 1 ſlew, 
For all their Crowns 1 would not ſtir from hence 
But 1 muſt fight, my Love, in your defence. 

Clar. Can | be ſafe and you in danger thrown ? 

Preſerve my Life in ſaving of your own: 
Refreſh your ſelf a while, with gentle eaſe, 
And Pl oppoſe our cruel Enemies, 

If need require ; Pm of a Nation bred, 
W hoſe ſofter Sex has oft our Armies led, | 
Our Country ſav'd, and ſingly have prevail'd, 
When all the Courage of our Men have faild. 

Phraar. Sweetcſt of Creatures? if there Angels be, 
What Angel is not wiſhing to be thee ? 

Our ſtate not yet ſo very deſp*rate grows, 
That ve ſhould throw our Jewels at our Focs. 
Love is thy held ; for thoſe delightful harms 
Thouart all over thee prepar'd with Arms : 


[Trumpet ſounds, 
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Shoot all thy Arrows in one melting Kits, | [ Kiſſes ber Check, 
And wound me, wound me, to the death with bliſs. . 
Our Vows are Seald, andl.a God am Crown'd ! 
Clar. ln a Red Sea of bluſhes I am drown'd. ' 
Phraar. Torrent of ſweerneſs! Power on me again 
Thy overwhelming Pleaſures ! 
Clar. Oh refrain! 
Phraar. I cannot! Cannot ! 
Clar. Now you muſt no more ; - 
When Heav?®a my Country's freedom ſhall reſtore, 
And fill the Land with Joy, it may be then 
You ſhall not be the only Wretched man. 
Phraar, That word Alarm does to my Courage ſound! 
Another Soul does in my Breaſt rebound. 
Above a Man | ſhall this moment fight, 
And will be bleſt above a God to night : 
For yet e're night po Foe alive ſhall be, 
To interpoſe betwixt my Joys and me. 
But one kind look, and1to Arms repair. + 
Clar. Take it, and with ic my deyouteſt Praye 
To Heav?n to gvard yon —— : 
Phraar. Oh how aml bleſt! 
Clar. Much leſs then 1 am! —= Pray at my requet 
Be careful of your ſelf. —— 
Phraar. That I ſhall be, 
Cauſe Love has made me now a part of thee. 
I leave with thee for pledge, my Soul, my Heart 
Clar. Good Angels guide you. 


# 


Ext. 
Phraar. Thou my Angel art, 
She's mine; and now the Gods ſhe did adore, 
And Heav*gly thoughts ſhall never haunt her more;. 
. [ Exit; 
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SCENE The Roman Tents, | 


Enter Berenice and Semandria. 


Ber. Of Heavy ns ! not ſee me! not approach me once ! 
. All Love, all Pity, all Reſpect renounce ! 
| Amazing change in him this doth expreſs; 
. Something has ruin'd all my happineſs. 
Sem, Oh judge not ſo ſeverely of your fate! 
Ber, lt is too true; .——-what leſs than bitter hate 
Cowd make him thus diforder*d from me run, 
Nay ſeek occaſions Beremce to ſhun ? 
I have but once beheld him all this day, 
And then he turn'd his-eyes from me away, 
Wou'd not with one, niy many ſmiles requite; 
| was fo far from yielding him delight, 
T hat he wou'd look on any thing bur me; 
I was the hatefulPſt object he could ſee. 
Sem. The ſight appear*d to me exceeding ſtrange, 
I wonder what it is has wrought this change 3 
I cannot think it from unkindneſs flows, 
I rather fear from Rome ſome Tempeſt blows. 
Or from the Cawp new threatning clouds arile ; | a 
I ſee the Armies daily Mutinics | 
Againſt bis Love ;——and may I not believe. 
He grieves lelt theſe your Noble mind ſhou'd grieve ? 
Ber. Does he ſo meanly of my heart eſteem ? 
Is it a trouble to endure for him ? | 
Sem, What though it may afford delight to you ?, 
Shou'd he be pleas?d you ſuffer for him too ? 
May not the beſt of men afflifted prove, 
She ſhou'd be troubled whom he belt does love ? 
Nodoubt to crown you Empreſs he aſpires, 
And finds Rome will not bow to his deſires : 
Is it vanatural a gen'rous mind 
Shou'd grieve to be from gen*rous acts corfia'd ? 
That he in ſpite of him ignoble proves, 
And cannot actas oravely as he Loves ? 
Bcr.- Thy fond defence docs but accuſe him more ; 
As if Rome durſt oppoſe her Emperour ? 
Do not | know her Emperours to pleaſe, 
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She both her Laws and Gods will Sacrifice? 

But what though ſhe denies her mighty Throne ? 

His Paſſion ſure entirely is his own : 

No Laws did ever yet to Love forbid; 

And Having him, canl an Empire need ? 

Who want a Throne that they may happy prove, 

Have hearts too great, or elſe too little Love. 

By none but C2/ar 1 can be undone, 

And | will be appeas?d by him or none. 

But ah! a ſhout! 
Semand. It ſhould a Trinmph be, By 

It ſounds like the glad voice of Vitory. | 
Beren. Inquire the cauſe, and eaſe me of my fear ; 

I'm on the wrack t111 1 the tidings hear. 


Semand. goes out, andimmediately.ye-entery. 


Semand. Madam, it is a Triumph as we thought, 

The Army have a glorious Vict*ry got, 

Not o're the Rebels, but their General's mind ; 

Your Lord it ſeems this fatal Morn deſign'd 4 

To head his Squadrons, and expoſe in fight 

Bimſclf, the Worlds both glory and delight. = ; 

A thought his Loyal Legions could not bear ; 

His Reſolution by the earneſt pray*r 

Of all his Kings and Captains is ſubdu'd, 

And now the glad Victorious multitude, 

With joys Triumphant make the Ecchoes riog, 

W hilſt their great Captive to his Tent they bring. _ 

Beren, To the whole World he wou'd have injury done, 

All have a right in kim as in the Sun ; | | 

Heav?a none ſo brave for common good does frame: —— 

I once an int'reſt in him too might claim, | 
But that I fear is loſt -— LYVeeps. 

Ple run to him, my thoughts he ſhall ſet free, bs 

I cannot live in this uncertainty 3 | 

Tis worſe than death his kindneſs to ſuſpect, 

Oc live one moment-under his neglect. . LEx:, 


Enter Titus, Tiberius, Malchus, Antiochns. 


Tit, The humble Prayers your Loyalties have made, 
My Reſolution with ſucceſs invade - | 
Go and diſcharge my Legions on the Town, - 
Each moment now is laden with renown. 
© The Gods and 1will faichfully take care, | 
The living and the dead rewards ſhall ſhare. 
: L Well 
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We'll Laurels place on each victorious head, 
le Crown the living, and the Gods the dead. ———— 
Are tt” Engines mounted ? 
Tib, All upon the W heel. pF 
Ant. The Towers already ſeem with fear to reel. 
Mal, TotlY inner wall wenow have near acceſs , 
The City's ſtately Robes, and upper dreſs 
Of Suburbs burar, ſhe now no longer bold, 
With ſome few rags ſtands ſhivering in the cold. 
Tit. How Yo theſe men compel me to deface 
The charming Beauty of this. godly Place ? 
Tib. And that the obſtinate and Rebel Fews, 
May hope no more your mercy to abuſe, . 
We on the Plain have drawn before their eyes, £ 
A lively Scheme to ſhew their deſtinies : 
They need not vex the Stars or trouble Art, 
The Hills and Valleys can their Fates impart 
The vocal Foreſt is Tranſplanted there, 
From groaning Trees they Oracles may hear ; 
The Hills are ſhaded with a horrid Wood, 
And Valleys filPd with Vineyards weeping blood * 
Crucifi'd bodies cover all the Plain, 
Let %*em view them and obſtinate remain. 
Tie. Theſe men diſtort my nature, wreſt my mind, 
And torture me leſt they ſhou'd mercy find. 


Titus talks to Tib.— Enter Berenice, Semandra; 
Male. Antioc. gaze on Ber. 


Mal. The Queen ! With beauty let me fill my ſighs, 
And take before hand the reward of fight : 
My Sword in Ce/ar's Service F employ 
But to ſee her, whoſe Love he does enjoy. | 
Ant, The Fair Young Queen! With Beauty Pm oppreſt ? + 
Oh Ceſar! Ceſar ! For a man too bleſt ! 
The Gods more happineſs on thee beſtow, 


Than they themſelves are capable to Know. 
[Tib, Aal. Ant. Ests. 


Titus ſces the Oucen, and frarts. 


7, The Queeo, I at the fight of her grow chili; - 
Eike one in view of him he means to kill. 
Ber. May I of Ceſar crave without offence, 
Fhe favour of a moments Conference ?- 
Tit. Is it the Queen ſays this ! 1s ſhe to know: 
That all things here Allegiance to her owe ? 


And 
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And that ſhe no way can oblige me more, ' 
Than in commanding what ſhe does implore. 
| Beren, | never ſhall ſurvive the happy day, | 
When I on Ceſar Obligations lay ; 
Since ſo mych glory were too great to bear : 
1 have already had too great a ſhare 
Ot Pleaſures, in the ſole belief thai I 
Cou'd contribute $o his felicity. : 

Tit, Shou?d the fair Queen the moment not outlive, 
In which her Love to me does pleaſure give, 

How often muſt that beauteous Princeſs dye ? 
Whilſt all my thoughtsI on her Love employ, 
And ev*ry thought affords my Soul delight. - 
But oh ! My injur*d paſſionI muſt right ! 

Was all my Love not real but deceit ? 

And did you but believe my kindaeſs great ; 

Beren, Far be all ill Suſpicions from my breaſt ? 
I ſhould my ſelf (and juſtly too) deteſt, 

If a mean thought of Ceſar ere ſhow'd find, 
Any the leaſt reception in my mind. 

All his paſt Lovell do not, dare not wrong, 
But I the glory have enjoy*d too long : 

Ceſar is pleas'd to let it now decline, 

Which 1 impute to ſome offence of minez 

For he can think no thought bur what is brave, 
No, I ſome great offence committed have, 

But what, is wholly to my Soul unknown, 

If 1 might know it, I my crime wou'd own. 

Tit, To what do theſe unkind expreſſions tend ? 
You make me think indeed you can offend, 

Since you to theſe ſuſpicions can be wrought. 

Beren, I do not, Sir, accuſe you of a fault ; 
Ceſar can err in nothing he can do, 

So great a glory never was my Cue 
Much leſs when I bave ſomcthing done or ſaid, - 
Which all my right has juſtly forfeited. 

Tit, Now truth aſliſt me +: ——— This unkind debate 
Argues not mine, but your own cruel hate ; _ 
You ſure encline to what you fain wou'd prove, 
And havea mindI ſhow'd nolonger Love. 
This is too hard, too Painful to be born, 
I Swear (as I a thouſand times have Sworn) 
But that the day the ſight of you does ſhew, 7. 
I care not if the Sun wow'd ſhine or no ; 
- T bat all the Joy that does by Life accrue, 
Is but to Love, and be beloy*d by you. 

Beren, My Lords diſpleaſure 1 n juſtly bear, 

| ' 2 
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That I to doubt his Conſtancy ſhou'd dare z 

But he may Pardon me, when he does know 

All my fuſpicions from my kindneſs flow. 

| trouble have on Ceſar's brow eſpy*d, - 

And he his thoughts and Perſon too does hide. 

My tender heart with Sorrow pines away, - 

If 1 behold my Lord but once a day: | 

And 1 muchleſs can his retir*dneſs bear, 

And not his grief, as well as kindneſs ſhare, 
Tic. Oh ! how with Love ſhe overwhelms my heart 

After ſuch Love l never can impart _ 

A ſecret, that to you may trouble prove z 

To me be all the grief, to you the Love. 

Oh Rome! oh Glory oh Renown! which way 

Will you the loſs of ſo much love repay ?-  CExi, 
Beren. Again in Secret Sorraw from me part 

Oh my ciſtraftion ! Oh my tortur'd Heart ? 

What can the ſenſe of theſe diſorders be ? 
Semand. 1 muſt confeſs they are too dark for me. 
Beren, Fateto our mutual Love no good de{ligns, 

W batever he pretends, . his h:art declines : 

Love treats not thus the Perſon thar's beloy'd, 

Common compaſſion wou'd have kinder prov'd. 
Semand, My Counſel can afford'but ſmall relief, 

But do not too much liſten to your grief. 


An Alarm; Enter a Centurion followed by Romans. 


Semand. Souldcier, the news. 
Cent, The Parthian King is here, 

That name's enough to ſhew what darger's near: 

I cannot talk, there's buYneſs to be done. [ Exit. 
Beren, My Lord in danger / 
Semand. Whither do you ran ? 

Beren. To dye with him. 
Semand. Oh fear not! Heawn will ſave; 

VVere all his Legions flain, a Man ſo brave. 


An Alaram:; the Centurion returns with Monobaſus, 


Bere, Centurion, the ſucceſs relate with ſpeed. 
Centr, My Lord is from the Parthian Monarch freed 
By this brave Strangers aid, who todefead 
' His glorious Enemy, opposy'd his Friend. 
Beren, Prince! my relſentments | want words to tell, 
This deed does all paſt ſervices excell : 
Sure you haye ſome command from my good Fate, 
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My Friends and me with diligence to wait, 

AU your deſerts I will to C/ar own, 

And for reward procure ſome.vacant Crown, 

If I have invreſt ſtill; but Pm afraid 

I rather need an Interceſlor's aid. | 
Mon. Oh Heavens ! what pleaſing ſweetneſs does ſhe waſt, 

Intirely loſt to my diſorder*d'taſt ? : 

I little pleaſurein that kindneſs wake, 

Which ſhe beſtows, but for another?s ſake. 

Now hears but hold till I my paſſions ſpeak, 

And then with ſorrow and confuſion break. - Ha 


L.Ex. 


Scene a Street, 


Enter Matthias, and Guard, purſued by John, Eleazer, and the Phariſees, 
John zz his Pontifical Ve eſtments, Sag E 


Fob. Seize *em alive ! prophane and wicked men !  FPhar, ſeize 
Now Heav*n to Juſtice brings you once agen ; Mart. &c, 
And vengeance ſurely long enough has ſtaid : 

Behold the deſolations you have made, | 
Look in the Streets, and ſeeeach corner filPd 
With Carcaſes' of Saints, your fins have kilPd ; 
Liſten to ev?ry Houſe, and hear the groans 
Of many ſtarving, dying Holy ones, : 
Who cry nor, oh the Famine ! oh the Peſt / 
But oh th*Apoſtates / oh the Romrſh Prieſt ? 
For your Idolatries in Plagues we lye ; 
Yet for thefe ſins (no doubt) you grutch to dye. 
Yer you the Romans can with rage purſue ; 
Alas ! not Romans ruin us, but you- 
They*re-but your Inſtruments; your guilt affords 
Force to their Arms, and edges to their Swords. 
Had you good nature, you wou'd wiſh to dye,. 
To free the Nation from the miſery ; 
Not of the Plague, the Famine, or the Foes, 
But of your impious ſelves, our greateſt woes. 
Mat. Cou'd height of impious boldneſs Sainiſhip give, 
Thou ſurely wert the greateſt Saint alive; - 
Of that vile kind of Saints thy followers are, 
Thou ſure art excellent without Compare : 
For thou haſt taken all degrees in fin; 
Didft firſt in little Villanies begin, 


- 


With whiſp'ring murmurings, diſſemblings, lies, . 
So didſt xo Murder and to Treaſon riſe 
And now at length the crawling Snake is grown . 


A Royal Baſilisk, and has a Crown. 


A 


 Horrid) 


of 


-Horrid ! when we are plagu'd ſuch various ways, 
Is it a ſeaſon to be aCting Plays ? 
Here in a houſe of horror, death and woe, 
To mock Religion with Theatrick ſhow ? 
And mult you too the holieſt things abuſe ? 
For ſport no ſubject but Religion chuſe ? | 
1 Pha. Sport. doſt thou call it ? thou wilt find, 1 fear, 
The Saints are all in ſerious earneſt here. 
2 Pha. And mean to ſtone thee; if that be a jcſt, 
Of ſuch a fatal pleaſure make thy beſt. 
Fob. No—wicked man / we at this weighty part 
With all the ſaddeſt, deepeſt thoughts of heart. 
1 know I walk upon the brink of Laws, 
. Near bath to fin, and to perdition*s jaws ; 
And hadnot 1 a ſtrong impulle within, 
And mighty call without, that I ſhov'd fin, 
My angry conſcience wou'd my ſoul condemn 
In wearing of this Holy Diadem. 
1 Pha. But you are ſav'd fromall theſe pious fears, 
Joh. I am anointed by the Brethrens tears ; 
Calld by the groaning of the ſuffering Cauſe, 
And voice of providence more loud than Laws. 
By ſtrong impulſes knocking ev?ry hour, 
I cou'd not reſt till I aſſum'd the Power ; 
Where e&re I went,, methoughts a voice wou'd cry, 
Fohn |—— John! take up the fallen diguity : 
That if there any Uſurpation be, 
The Prieſthood?s guilty of uſurping me. 
I ſought not Pow'r, but Pow?r did me invade - 
But thou (vile man ?) ſhouldſt not the Saints upbraid ; 
Oar dangers thou' ſhouldſt rather weepto ſee, 
Expos'd to things ſo ſcandalous by thee. 
Mat, Was ever heard of impudence like this / 
Elea. Hale him to Judgment. 
Mat. Toeiernal bliſs; 
To an abode which bleſt enough wou'd be, 
From men ſo impious only to be free. 


J) 


Enter a Phariſee rumiing. 


3 Pha. Be gone! be gone! the Pagan King is nigh, 
Rerurn'd out of the Field with Viftory. 

Joh. Curſe on' that Infidel, the Prieſt he'll ſave. 

Elea, Why ſhow'd a Heathen ſuch ſucceſles have ? 


Enter Phraartes and Guard, who beat John, &c. off the Stage ;, 
Matthias purſues. After an Alarm, Phra. and Mar, rears. 


Fhr. Why Father do you thus expoſe your age 


To 


To Rebels treachery, and Roman rage ? 

Can your Gray-hairs by you forgotten be ? | 

Or does it ſhame you to be ſav'd by me ? + 
Mat. Ix dots, that you ſhould bleed for us each day! 


Who, Sir, for yoa can nothing do, but pray, | 5 
Phr. Good man? I am rewarded far above | 
All I can merit, in your Daughter's Love. CMat. Ex. 


Several with Baskets of -Proviſion. 


- There I have brought rich plunder for the Crowd, 
Not to ſupply their _—_ but their blood : 
To their repaſt the hungry Rabble call, - 


Go ſcatter life, throw Souls among *em all. 
PP Td LEx, with Proviſions. A. ſhout, Phra. Ex. 


1K a” Scene a Chamber. 


Enter Clarona weeping, 4 Book in her hand, ſets her ſelf 
in a Chair, | 


. Clar, Oh my devotion! I ſhall let thee go, 

| For deadly, deadly fick with Love I grow : 

No ſight of him but does my ſtrength decay,. 

: And yet I'cannot keep my Eyes away. 

T To theſe clear Springs of life no more I go, [ Looks on-the Book. 
Cauſe they my ſouls decaying Beauty ſhow. by, 


| Enter Phraartes, who ſtarts to ſee her weeping.. 


| Phr. In tears! what villany has Fortune done 
To my beſt Sonl, whilſt I to Arms was gone ?+ + 
Whats have I ſpy'd ?!———now l the cauſe divine, 
I ſee a Book, that is no friend o* mine. 
And does that traſh ſtill pleaſe your ſickly mind ?- 
Love has not wrought a $horough cure l find. 
Clar, You with Religion” ſtill will be ſevere;. : 
I You wou'dithionk much ſhou'd 1 as harſh appear - 
To your friend Love, 
Phr. Wan'd it not pity breed, 
| To ſee thee climbing Mountains for a Weed 7 
Chain'd like Promethens rather to the brow 
©. Of barren Rocks, for ever clad in Snow.,. 
4 And there Religion gnawihg of thee ſtill ; 
| Who wou'd not the deyouring Vulture kill 7 
| Clar. How poor Cymmerians to the Sun unknown, 
| Thinkev'ry Land all darkneſs, like their own. 
: | | Phr.. 
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76 
Phr. How wretched Lands with Fables ov2rflown, 
From Mountains of , the Moon, and Springs unknown, 

With Mud of fallhood rank their fertile Earth, 
Give nothing elſe but Prieſts and Prophets birth. 
Clar, When Men by Miracles the truth diſplay, 
We may believe what Miracles will ſay. 
Fhr. Workers of Miracles I leaſt believe ; 
Men love By-ways who have deſign to thieve. 
Clar, But it ſome Faith in us may juſtly breed, 
When what they do, does Natures pow'r exceed. 
Phr; Nature's an Ocean endleſly profound, 
Where Line cou'd never yet diſcover ground : 
We only ſee what on the ſurface ſwim, 
And what we ofien ſee, we nee eſteem. 
}f one by chance a Monſter brings to ſhore, 
The Monſter we admire, the Fiſher more. 
Clar. Suppoſing ſecret Skill ſuch feats cowd ſhew, 
Can Mea by any Art events forcknow ? 
W hat eye can have a proſpect of events, 
Throvgh a long Wood of various accidents ? 
Chance can no more ſhew what will come to paſs, 
Than things remote a broker- Optick glaſs, 
Yer have our Sacred Prophets often here 
Drawn Maps of future things ſo plain and clear, 
That afcer-ages have unſoil'd, untorn, 
Found heir own Pictures drawn < *'er they were born. 
Nene cowd diſplay *em but the Heav'nly mind, 
Whcre all th? Idea's are at firſt deſign'd. 
Phr. None knows how much may by the Stars be gueſt, 
Or on th*tmagination be impreſt. 
But you n&te find in draughts ſo much ador'd, 
More than dead colours daub'd, and features ſcor'd, 
Which with ſome ſmall addition may with eaſe 
Be drawn to what reſemblances you pleaſe. 
Clar, Have you of life to come no hope or fear ? 
Phr. Why more of that, than the Platonick year ? 
Il never toyl after a ſtate unknown. 
Clar, But you ſhows ſearch for fear there ſhou'd be one : 
Prudence all ills that may be does prevent. 
Phr, Then prudence will not loſe firm Cn 
To rove the Scas in an imprudent chace 
Of floating Iſles, and ſome Inchanted place. 
Clar. But ſuch a place is worthy-to be ſonght, 
And were there none, yet Heav*ns a pleaſant thought. 
Phy, It may like Poetry tne mind employ, 
In idle intervals of active Joy; 
But PI not all my life a dreaming Iye, 
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vvhilſt 


Whilſt ſolid Ft ran mt Wh 
Whilſt to uncertain cares my thoughts 4 give, | 
Loſe what I'm ſure of, and forget to live. | : 
' Clar. Wheredo you think you after death ſhall dwell ? 
Phr. *Mong a rude heap of things ; where none can tell. 
I had my ſelf at no requeſt of mine 
And Pll as ger'roully my being reſign. 
How I came by it ne*re diſturbs my head, 
Nor what I ſhall be when I once am dead. 
Clary. Then your brave ſelf muſt you for ever loſe ? 
Phr, 1 wou'd not a new Leaſe of life refuſe; | 
Cou'd I the deed obtain by any Art 
Clear. Oh Heav*ns! methinks you ſhows not ſeek to part, * 
Were it from me alone, ſo ſoon as death, 
And leave me wandring on wild Natures Heath, 
When we from theſe poor Cottages are thrown, 
Having no dwellings, and defiring none. 
Phr, For a new life I on high Rent wou'd-ſtand, 
But lt mean while enjoy my preſent Land; 
' I will improve it till Pye tir'd the clods, 
Then for new Acres | wou'd thank. the : Gods. 
But let us this fantaſticktalk give ore, © - 
Theſe Fairy thoughts ſhall-pinch thy Soul no more ; 7 
Let us not think of Lands remote, unknown, ; . = 
But eat the Fruits and Spices of: our own. 


Enter Phedra. 


Phed. Parkitch Commanders wait without to bring ff | [be : 
Tidings of great concernment to-their- King. (Ex: Phra. 

Clar. That Heav'n ſuch coſt-ona brave mind ſhou'd oe) | « 
On no deſign but to be caſt away. 


5 OM 


Dug pions Mouyner, pray no more, 

But let the Gods "alone; Ce 
Ton pa endleſly 3plore, 

But. will be v gr awing. none © 
Can you expect from” any Kin ing” 

To gain whatOre you"erave, "2 VO 
Who ger; gi you" your offerings vie 

Torment and word his Slave ?- 
You atk of Heavn Eternal Crowns, 9 5:3 

As your Devotions due, | © eo 
And yet can wound me with your frown, 


For asking {miles of you, F£:4- 308 
Aſunder 


| 50+. | o 1-8 Fl 1 E P A { | 0s; . 
under let*s no' longer ſtray, 
But both Devotions. joyn; |, 
Let #+ when dead 'be. {av*d-your.-way, 
But whilſt we -live in mine. 
If Ore I to a Soul am pird, 
1 gain the thing I ſought ; 
PI ve content t0 be all mind, 
To att it Ore in thought. 
Admit me to the place of bliſs, 
To Lwe's divine abodes, 
' Hind we will laugh at Paradiſe, 
. And not be Saints,. but Gods. 


wy 


Enter Phraartes with forme Parthian Commanders, 


Phr. Brave men ! for the molt glorious news you bring, | 


Challenge the love and friendſhip of your King. 
My drooping Fate is now reviv*d.again; - 

My Crown's reſtor*d, and the Uſurper 'flain : 
'My People weary of the Villaia-grown, oboe 
Of him, and Roman Pride have cleans'd my Throne. 

My conqu'ring Army near the Town is come, 

And wait to guard me hence in Triumph home. 

Theſe gallant men who have the tidings-broughe, 

At the laſt Storm to Town their paſſage fought. 

Now Pm ia fight of Love's faic promer'd Land, 

L ſee the ſhining of the Golden Sand. 

Clar. I never ſhalbbe able to-deny;; 
That I-con'd ſave my innocence and die. | 
Phr, She falls {-ſhe-vanquiſhe falls into wy arms! 

To conqu'ring Eove reſigning all her charms. 

Can any happineſs compare with mine ? 

Tis wretched ſure to be a Pow'r Divine, 

And not the joys of happy Lovers know. 

Wowdſt thou (my deareſt! ) be ag Angel now ? 

Oh how the moments ſweetly Nlide away ! 

Bur yet | muſt be wretched for a day. 

Who waits ?——did you not ſay my Troops had none 
Whoſe guidance they might ſafely truſt-to.Town ? 
Parth, No Fewiſh es.con'd any where be found, 
The Romans Troops ſpread ninety Furlongs.round. «, EOEN 
Phr. ll Salley out to day, *nd-bg-their Guide z.  _ - 

L dare in no man but my ſelf confide. + _ we 
Theſe Troops of mighty conſequence are grown, 
My Fortuges all. depend on them alone... _ 
Bur” ob.) that | could build a Fon'rof Braſs, 


[To Clar. 


Taft. 


PartHE! ef JERUSWNLEM. * 

Through which the force of Thonder goal not; paſs, | 

My Lord from danger ſafely to incloſe;; | 

For 1 am fearful of each wind that blows, .. .,., '- 

Leſt it ſhould breath too rudely og.my: dear ; 

Then how much more ſhall-I in abſence fear 

The cruel Enemy ?———1 dare not go, | ane ann 
Clear, Obliging kindneſs in your ſay you thew: | - xt | i 

But if misfortune ſhov'd bef: | your - mens -'5 

Both wou'd in danger be of ruinge then. . 


C 


Phr. And has my dangers in;thy. thonghts a part? ru 
Who ean expreſs the pleaſures, of.my bears? wow OO 
The only place of ' irength our. pow'e- :. | 


Remaining now, is Queen arianne's: Tow?r ; 5 

Shall I entruſt thee there till my reguen.? - | 
Clar, There for your abſence-I iwill, ſadly mourn. 
Phbr. Then will 'you think on med, 7 
Clar. 1 will indeed. 


Phr. And will you wiſh ae bikk.0 again with ſpeed? . veal (of T: 
Clar. For ſwift return and: Vifeory:PIl pray. 'X f 
Phr. How ſhall 1 do to force my- ſelf away ? 1491! % 2h 
Do not look on me, leſt I never go; ou ; 


This is the hardeſt work Love. has to-do. | 
Come, to the Tow'r that muſt my Love receive, 
And there I'll take a momentan cave; 

Then like the Monarch o? the; Winda;- I'll go. 
And looſe my ſtormy Squadrons an-the Fae, 


And when the mighty Vapour's ſpent. and may ; | 
The waſting Roman Abs wo gone, _ | | = ba | 
' And not a Cloud in all the Heay'ns: we; ſee, eff 111: 6 + | i 
Pll come a hot and __ von to-thes. 11-1 CExtunt, 
ee Ee aperoe edn 
ACT w.. 


SCENE The Roman Fives, - Med 9 

| Enter Titus, Malchas, Antiochas, Than, . ; 
Ow, Sir, one more ſy | 
odio apo oof arvig 


Arn Giinwbred carcaſs; of a Towg, j-, ; | nt | 
[ did the Temple ſtorm, the plat fave | ; 41; re | i 
Fo iv om Guard, bs + wal EE 346 3 i 
dT And 
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And the vile Slaves to burn my Troops and me, 
Gave fire to th* entrance of their Sanftuary,, ' © 
And in a moment levelPd with the ground 
Solomon's Porch, and all the Buildings round. 

Ant. The Town muſt bow to you within a day, 
For Famine ſweeps its dirty crowds awa 
Fhey who maintain it are not men, but bones, 
Shadows of men, and walking Skeletons. - 
Their looks ſcare death it ſelf, nor do' they need 


To fly from wounds, they have no blood to bleed. 


Their fleſh, if mangled, like chopt earth appears, 

Or cloven Trees torn with the wind and years. 
Mal. My civil Fate did berter-treats afford, 

And with fat juicy Villains fed my Sword ; 

That I had no great reaforsfor. aints, | 

} had a noble Banquet of cram'd Saints, - ' - / i 
Tit. To all the Heav*oly Pow?rs I dare ou 

IX Pa ia fault for whar:theſe Wretches fee 
Tib., Except by mercy lengthning{ that diſeaſe, 

W hich ſtubborn cruelty with ſpeed: wou'd cafe. 


As Alarm ; Enter” an s Offer. 


Ti it. The news! 
Ofc, The Guardian Anget of: the Town, 
Ehe Parthian King is from its ſuccour flown : 
He broke from thence, like Thunder from a Clond, 
And tore dowa all that in-his paſſage ſtood. 
Thence with his Followers o're the Mountains fled, 
And-aN the way wich flaughter*d Romans ſpread. 


Ant, Then the proud City's dying _— are paſts. J 


Her mighty Ghoft is yielded-op at 1 

| Mal. The very Soul of all their Souls is fled. 
Tib. Better their Walls had.vaniſt'd i6 his ſtead. 

Purſue him NY”, 
Tit. No, ſince for his.liff he flies; - SRUICES 27 

Let him enjoy what with diſgrace he by hy 

Now I IL releaſe the Wretches from, the. rack ;: 

- Prepare my Legions for a new attaque : 

Eheir Femple ſave, unleſs the Slaves appear 

Too obſtinate, and is ſhall coft' too dear, -*' fe 
Mal. | am prepar'd : —— but ere the F Fight "v2 

E muſt go gaze on the fair JewiſhiQueen. 

E know L muſt not hope, but I may'dare 


Fo peep in Heayv*n, though I muſt nere come: there!” g 


Ant, | muſt to the faiv Queen before-I go. 
| My wieky __ does more intepp*rate grow:! 


F,&9 
Ei ©; 


33t:; 


That hot Elixir F muſt hourly taſt,,,... - - ee 
Which Pm aſſur*d will burn me at the: a hs. - EY 
Tir. Now Friend, the hour draws'near when wretched], 
The torments of departing love muſt try, (OT UICD'E'Y 
And with one ſtab that fatal by, rn give, 
Of which 1 ſhall be groaning whillt I live. ' 
Tib. Oh ! does your mighty reſolution yield ! | : 
I thought. you had entirely gain*d the Field, © © ©, OG 
Tie. Doſt thigk1 from wy breaſtſo ſootican tear one 


. - _ 
q INSERT. 
* 


A Love which has ſo long been growing there 7 
Throw all that heap of riches out of door © 
I hardly got, and in a tricebe poor 7? © © 
Three years1 loy'd and fought, on no defign 
But at the laſt to make this Treaſure-mines? ot #25 - © 
I have ſpoiPd half the world bun $0by fe Fay 2029005 35.7713 1 


= 


Artir;d.in Glories, pleaſing to the Queen, -* L 2 var 
Nay | wha Mn her Love to gain a Throhe, Y a9 £71 


Deſir'd the Empire-for her ſake alone: *IX be £ivs 2 2 
And now I have obtain'd my wiftid ſucceſy, oo 
And Pm in reach of ſvpreme happigeſs, © © PE ih 7G 
Shall 1 at laſt cy ſelf and her deceive, + 0H 00900 wile bot 
And what Lioeht for, what | flighted leaye 2 - © ! © bby ; 
+ Ti6,” Oh! do theſe thoughts - your Soul' once tnore Miyade $74 ali £0 
All this before you in the ballanceweightdy © 09 e060 27 
- With an-impartial finger pois'd'the Scale; "fy 3 ohin 7 | 
And left out nothing might for Love preyait s © 0G 9 #07 
But ſill the Roman Laws, your own'Renown i 3% | eg1t4 FF VWONLR $31: Oh 2! 
-And Glory, weightd the other. ballance down! {PDT 9112 09 % 51 7071, d 
And now 289 ER: {554 096901 $1934! Tuny gicoio Hl il 
Ti. = Loveto all things 1-Prefer; ts fm 7 BAqQUT its GIouC) oy Os 6 
What is Renown or Empire withourher 7 © TG 
Tib. Grant, Sir, all charms that in hes Sex are ſeen,” © © 
Are lodg'd in her, but ſtill ſhe is a Queen, © © © 914827 7 
TH0H fi 27, > (18! 


A Roman courage her geat heart contains, 


4 
But there's no Komanblood within her veing,” 2 5 £99 1625] 4:4; 
, And not our Tyrants yet fo bold haye been, 
To marry with a Stranger, and a Queen.© 190508 +17 #7 410m x 
'Fhis hate to Crowns is all that Rome. in Chains, © 7 fn 


$27 


ny $'2 
s O& $54 


Still of her ancient Liberty retaitis. ' © | 

Nay Roman Monſters,. whoſe ſupreme oelighs | 

Was againſt Reaſon, Laws, and Gods 461 ghf F & 

Who Rome and Nature in confuſjon hurPg, 7 7 >> * "ROY Rt 
And walk*d Antipodesto all the world g\- 5 oO on 
Yet they who durſt both burn afd plander Rome, © "OH BITC 
Once to invade this Law durſt ne're preſiime. 

And, Sir, ſhall you the world's ry eh rg 

Againſt our Laws than Monſters did ! As 


4%. 
cas 


TIC 


4 ? wp . ; *HITG 


Tit. All this ba well 1 know, but wuſt I loſe 
My,freedom e're 1 am at Rome's diſpoſe?” - 
It wilt be time en theſe thoughts to have, _ 
When 1 am choſen her Toperial & Slave: | 
Till then my heart and perſon both are free, 
ne <4 am Maſter of m ay 
- Ah Sir { agaiaſt this fatal paſſion ſtrive, 
And hy not Rome of your brave ſelf _— qo 
Shall ſhe loſe all the Glory.of your Bega: 
Only to eaſe a Love-ſick Ladies. -poin-? 
For, Sir, were you a God and ſhou'd vrefume - 
To *ſpouſe a Queen, you mult not + hvany ct 
Her Rank is by your Army too abhorr'd, - 
Who hate to ſee a Queen command their Lotd : 
Their hourly diſcontents | ſcarce LEON quell, 
They our of Loyalty would fain Rehell. - 
Nay they have all reſoly'd the Very. hour. | 
The Town is won, to chuſe you Emperogr ; - 
But leſt the Queen ſhould in your Glory ſhare, 
They firmly have decreed to baniſh her... 
And the brave Rebels 1 declare Vle lead, 


If you will guard your paſſion, 6 Hein heads! 7 : | ; | | \ in 


For | will oe T8 cn 
And braveſt man, Go aFrark: bs by. ve —__ 
Tir, Oh rife ! thou truly Ron ; ſpicis;. riſe f 
1 have reſoly'd on this great Sacrihee, ---. WP 
but do not know which way I begin's.... 56 


© I cannot ſpeak to the unhappy Queen.” tf omg 202 . <p 
m that tri 


Ts. Releaſe your ſpirit fro care, 
Ple to the Queen th'uapleaſing meſſage Ty 
And as the Patient's ſight an Artiſt pb Ts is 
When from the Body he a, Limbdiyideyr 
That Nature may not doubly be oppreſt, with 
Then with a curious hand performs he reſt.; 37 
So 1 the fatal deed will gently do, - ,,: - 
And not torment you with an I view : - 


And will ſo mollifie the parting p 
That injur*d Love but little ſhall com 


Tit. Oh ! ſtay Tiberins! make notls nk $ad,; | 


1 know nor if 1 ſhall ſurvive the « 
With haſte | boldly ruſh ona « 
Which may at once deſtroy he and 5 
But yet what muſt be ſuffer®d _—_ vain. | 
Delay ſome moments, and pr ag our pain: 
Go then, the ſad and Toes tidings - 4h 
Excuſe my crime, :and all my ries c 


I mplore her my retirement to forgive, - 


E3 
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Tell her I cannot ſee her, go, 


LOS; 


Andif to reign in my ungrateful breaſt, 

Her. rigorous Fate can ſweeten in the leaſt, 

Tell her that ] deſerted and alone, 

Even an Imperial Exile in my Throne, 
' To my own ſelf more hatefol than to her, 
1 The name of Lover to my Tomb yill bear ; 

That all my life will be in ſorrow ſpent, Me | 
And all my Reign a glorious baniſhment. —_—_— 


The Scene chamges to the Queens Tent. 
Enter Berenice and Monobaſus, 


£ the How, Sir thay under the n_ a Friend 
| e many s 3 Lover entertain'd®, © 
Aon. LaWwnor, Madam, your diſpleaſure move,  - 

That I preſume vCinform you of my Love : | 


Till now in hymble duty 1 ſoppre | 
The tortring ſecret, ill is burag my fread: 
My boſom better cou'd.have fire retain'd, 
It wou'd have leſs my ſcorching vital, paln'd. 
Ber. Suppoſe your paſſion greas as you 
——_ did _— age you wer efs &.- 
urſt you once hope you eatertain Rape 7 

Or find the leaſt encouragemi dy rom e? : L 
on, My paſlion never yet” Ale, has been; | 

| It wereleſs yain to ask the Gods to ſin. _ WS 

1 Yet were it poflible for you to 6 | 

| Torments and death I won'd ij 

Than you one moment ſhoo'Tubhki wa 

| _— bw; ame = 900 RI as ime. "e . | 

| b vn then, what dei eigen cou! propoſe 

| _ Did you — | Ft _———— : de ES 
As. To cafe my foul was all 1did deſign, | os 
Ber. Wou'd it had been in any breaſt 'bux mine. M7 2 

Now 1 not only muſt cngrnneel ſeem,. | Foe I 


But all paſt ſervices mult cri pes, oem em;. 

Againlt my nature my juft debts own, 

' ©Nay I muſt puniſh you for what y'ave doge. | To 

And oh ! good Heay'n!. what ftarts into. my thought! Lf tee 

Pre found what has this change. in Tia. wrought; . 
Pre beea too laviſh in thisStrangers praiſe, .. | 
That, thar did this diforder in him raiſe, 
Sir, youhave ruin'd me, have friendſhip ſhewn... 
To make my fate as wretched as your own: 

 Toſayemy life you haye your Sword employ'd, 
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And all the comforts of that life deſtroy'd. 
Oblige me this once-more for goodneſs ſake, 
Your ſelf with ſpecd out of my preſence take. _ 
. Mon. What means this ſtorm ſo ſudden and ſevere? 
My cruel Fate purſues me every where. 
My Name Can like a Charm, uncalm the Sea, 
Where ere | wander, there no peace can be. 
Ber, Will you not pleaſe to-anſwer my deſire ? 
441, But one word more, and, Madam, I retire. 


Enter Semandra, 


Sem, Madam, the King 
| Ber, No Vilitants admit, 
Pm for all Converſation now-unfit. 


Enter Malchus, followed by Antiochos. | 


Ant. Ha! alchus here! 
Mal. Antiochus ſo nigh ? 
Ant. Ha! Prince 44onobaſus do I efj 


e | 
Hal. What does the Queen that Tromer entertain, | 


By whom her Brother was ſo lately'fla 22 
40n.. Oh hateful ſight! does Tormne hither bring 
My mortal Enemy th* Arabian King ? 
Ber. They gaze as if they both this Strafiger knew. 
Mal. Now my revenge the Rebel ſhall purſue, 
W hoſe Fortune oft has put me in diſtreſs ; 
Beſides Pm jealous here of his Succeſs. 
And dares he, Madam, in your ſight appear ?. 
Ber. Oh, Sir ! his Quality I fait! would, hear, 
For till this hour his name I never knew. ' | 
al. Prince Monobaſus, who your Brother ſlew, 
| Diſpers'd my Troops, and wounded me in fight, 
Cauſe I maintain'd his injur*d Brother's right. 
Ants; What need this great ofhiclouſneſs be ſhown: ; | 
Mal. You are his Friend. | 
Ant, 1 do the Title own. 
Mal. You did not once this mighty Friendſhip ſhow, 
Ant, But | love Valour in a Friend or Foe. 
Aon, Do not for me, Sir, diſcowpoſe your mind, 
1 only from the King prevention find: 
The guilt he makes with ſo mnch. paſſion Known, 
I now was humbly on my knee to.own. 


Ber. Oh Heay*ns / and does there ſtand before my view 


My Brother's Murderer ! ! 
Mon, It is t00 ErYe———— 


Part, 


[Afge. 
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Your Brother I unfortunately kilPd. 
Ant. You did, but it was fairly in the Field. : | 
Ber. Did this ill Spirit me all this while purſue, | 
And did 1 entertain his ſervice too ? " 
Naw I perceive he hither did retreat, ' 
By ſubtle ways his miſchiefs to compleat 3: 
On all my Brothers Race to wreak his ſpight. 
> W herein could he offend to ſuch a height, 
L That even his life was a revenge too ſmall; 
But I amongſt your Enemies muſt fall ? 
Mn. All Names moſt black and odious are my due, 
Excepting Thataf Enemy to you. 
Ber. Ceaſe your feign'd Love, for I your life will have 3 
Mine but for ends of malice you did fave, 
And ſo am unoblig'd ; yours all the pleas . 
Of Juſtice craves; Guards, on the murd'rer ſeize. 
; Ant, Ah Madam |! 
q Mon. Do not, Sir, a hinderance be, 
| The Queen will both oblige her ſelf and me. 
Ber, Yes, you ſhall dye, But why do I preſume 
On lives of others here to paſs a doom, 
| When 1n few hours perhaps it will be ſhewn, | 
BW I have not power to aſſure my own ? ; | 
And ſee, Tiberius from my Lord is ſent, CEnter Tib. 
I am aſſur'd he brings me ſome complaint : 
What it ſhould be, I cannot, dare not gueſs ; 
If he be jealous, that does Love expreſs. 
| But that ſlight grief were eaſie to diſarm 3 
| No, ſomething elſe does his great Soul alarm : 
What ere it is, vain fear I will Tepel ; 
Pm ſure from Titus Pye deſerv'd ſo well, 
That I my innocence may boldly truſt, 
For if he be unkind, he is unjufl, | 
Tiberius, quickly thy ill news impart, | | 
What does ſit heavy on thy Prince's Heart ? Dp 
I know the news is bad I am to hear, 
Cauſe thou art choſen for the Meſſenger. 
Tib. Ah Madam ! hm; q 
Ber. Nay I am not now to learn, 
How thou haſt made my'ruin thy-concern 3... _ ..- 
. Haſt tamper'd with thy Prince's heart, - and ſtroye 
To ſow diſlenſions, and to blaſt our Love. | 
| But I forgive. thee, fince I have thereby _ 
The pleaſure had his conſtancy to try. 
_ Tb, Madam, what &re I in my life have done, 
2 I am too much a Roman to diſown 5 -- 
[ That Cefar's Glory I with care hve ſought, + 
| Can 
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Can never by his Friends be judg?d a fault. 


But ſince my Lord did ſo-unhappy prove, 
To have his Glory contradi& his Love, 


- That I took part with Glory is moſt true, 


But, Madam, never out of hate to you. 

The Roman Laws were made ©re I was born, 
Nor bear I to your Rank a Native ſcorn ; 

I wiſh Rome paid Crown'd Heads the Honour due, 
At leaſt from all her Laws exempted you.. 


- But ſince ſheII not reform at my requeſt. 


Of her proud humour let us make the beſt. 
Then Madam know, my Lord at laſt o*recome 
By me, by all the Army, Senate, Rome, 


'Knowing how much your Rank incurs their hate, 


And fearing to involve you in a ſtate: 
That to you both unfortunate would prove 
Exceeding tender of your gewtous Loye, ” 
And of the happineſs of one ſo dear ; - 
Aſſur*d your courage the great ſhock will bear, 
Sends to inform you *tis the will of Fate, 
You two for ever now muſt ſeparate. 

Ber. For ever ſ{ep'rate ! whatdoes he intend ? 
Will he to Berenice this meſſage ſend ? 

Ant. Oh Heav'ns ! 

Mal. Amazement ! 

Tib, Madam, tis too true ! 


- But to his noble Love Pll juſtice do ; 


All kinds of Paſſions in his Soul arife, 

He weeps, laments, adores, and almoſt dies ; 

But to what end ? His many griets are-vain, 

Rome in her Throne no Queen will entertain, 

You two muſt part, and after this one day, 

He begs no longer in the Camp yow'll ſtay. 
Ber. Alas ! Semandra 
Sem. What I long did fear ! 

Madam, this ſad aſſault with courage 3; 

Raiſe all thatYs great in you to your defence, 

You'll need it in this mighty exigence.  . wy 
Mon, Oh Gods ! have I this fatal difference made ? 
Ant. All this is falſhood, . and the-Queen's betray?d. 
Mal. Now ſome ſmall pleafure in deſpair I take. 
Ber. And can Yeſpaſian Berenice forſake ? | 

Are theſe his oaths and vows? 

Ant. It cannot be? | 

Tiberius, the Queen is wrong'dby thee, 
Tb. She is not, Sir. 

Ant. She is 3, and wert thou-where, 
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I durſt preſume thy falſhood ſhould appear. 
Mal. Did I think that, your labour I. wou'd ſave. 
Tib. "Kings, when you pleaſe you ſhall occaſion have. 
Mon. Ah Sir ! I beg let your contention ceaſe ; 
To me the .injur*d Queens revenge releaſe, 
If, Madam,"a poor MalefaQtor may, _ 
After his Sentence be allow'd to pray, 
E beg the glorious Office on my knees, . 
' And after doom me-to what Death you pleaſe. 
Ber. How ! do you think my Hanour Pl! refer 
For Juſtice to my. Brother's Murderer ? 
To his great Ghoſt too much offence. I give, 
Since by your aid 1 am: content. to live, 


\ + To too much guilt already Pm Þetray'd ; 


Your life ſhou'd now be offer'd to his ſhade.: 
But leſt if Lyovr guilty bloud ſhould ſpill, . | 
The World ſhould think I pay my debts but ill, 
All your paſt deeds I with your life requite, 
But never more appear within my fight. 
Mon. Then to the Town I will my ſelf convey, 
Sorrow ſhou'd in the ſhades of ſorrow ſtay : 
The Gods have there all kinds of Deaths in ſtore, 
* Shortly I ſhall aflit the World no more. 
Ber. For you who theſe great myſteries reveal, 
I from your meſſage to your Lord appeal ; 
Againſt his faith I nothing will believe, 
Till I this ſentence from his mouth receive : 
And if it proves notzas thy ſelf hath ſaid, 
Tiberius, know I will demand thy head. 
-Tib. Agreed ! meanwhile I will my Lord prepare 
For your approach, and ſtraight attend you there. 


* 


She offers to go, and is ſtay'd by Sem. 


Sem, Hold, Madam, will y? in this diſorder go ? 
Some little pains upon your ſelf beſtow 3 F 
Stay till your Beauty has regain'd'its grace, 

Your Halr and Vail let me in order place. 
Bey. No, no, Semandra, let thy Queen alone, 
Titus ſhall quickly ſee what he has done ; 
The aid of theſe poor trjfles I deſpiſe: 
- If my too conſtant heart, my weeping Eyes, 
My erief! my grief !——my Death-no pity gain ! 
What can theſe lighted Ornaments obtain ? - 


fi 
Mal. The Queens reſentment adds to my deſpair. 
Ant, 1'll bury all my troubled Thoughts in War, 
| N 2 


S 


ed 


7 | [To Ant; 
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[To Tib. - 
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 Ligoes out Weeping, 


LE. 


Scene Titus his Text. 
Enter Titus and Tiberius. 


Tit. Great Gods ! how I this haſtning combate fear ? 


My guilty Soul wants Courage to appear. 
Her abſence once I not an hour could bear, 
Now for her ſight with terrour I prepare. 


Tib, Sir, place ſtrong Guards about your heart one hour ; 


This ſtorm repuls'd, you are a Conquerour. 

Tit. Poor Vi&try, injur'd Beauty to ſubdue ! 
What more could an untam?®d Barbarian do ? 
She comes ! Great Genii of me and Rome, © 
Help me in this one Field to overcome ; 
If you regard the Honour of the Throne, 
Truſt not my Glory with my ſelf alone. 

Ber. So Sir, and is your fainting paſſion tir'd ? 
Have you at length my parting hence defird ? 


Tit, Ah Madam ! do not a poor Prince oppreſs ; 


The Gods who gave me all the happineſs - 
Of your paſt Loves, think I too bleſt have been, 
And now to moderate my joys begin. 
Glory they in the room of Love beſtow, 
By ſplendid ſteps to ruine I muſt go : 
Be doom'd to Empire, to a Throne confin'd ; 
Have pow”r, but loſe the freedom of my mind : 
Great as a God, as ſolitary too ; 
Ador'd, but baniſh'd from the fight of you : 
For, Madam, I with ſorrow muſt declare, 
We for eternal parting muſt prepare. 

Ber. Oh cruel Man ' 
Now you have raisd my Love to ſuch exceſs ? 
Did I for this permit my Eyes each day, 
On you to gaze my liberty away ? 
Advance my flame to an immodrate height, 
Hating all bounds in what I took delight ? 
Stifle all thoughts that with your intreſt ſtrove, 
And even exchange my very Soul for Love ? 
And will you now unjuſt to me become, 
Por a poor ſervile flattery of Rome ? 

Tit. Glory's unjuſt, which never can repay 
With all it gives, the half it takes away. 

Ber. Is this a time the ſecret to impart ? 
Why all this while have you not warn'd my heart ? 
Can you deny that your own Laws you knew ? 
Nay did not often I obje& em too ? 


do you theſe words expreſs 


Sees ber 
commg, 


And 


My ſelf T then took pleaſure to ſeduce : 
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And in Loves pleaſing way with caution tread, 
Fearing it to ſome precipice would lead, 
But you with oaths enticed me to Love on ; 
I Lov'd, and Lov'd, till all my Heart was gon, 
Why nam'd you not the haughty Laws of Rome, 
When I might have return'd unwounded home ? 
And been contented in as high degree* c 
To part with you, as you do now from me. 

Tre. Oh ! do not make my charge too weighty grow ! 
I under too much guilt already bow. < 
Part with content ! the Gods can tell what ſtings,. 
What tortring pangs this parting momeat brings. - 
The other Crime-I muſt with ſhame confeſs, 


"And I have no excuſe but Loves exceſs ; 


I did not ſoon enough theſe thoughts produce, 


My dazled Eyes were blinded with delight, 


| And Pow'r and Empire were not then in 1ight. 


I all thoſe cares did from my Breaſt remove, + 
And would hear nothing but the Charms of Love, .. . | 
Ber. Falſe Man ! that Pow*r and Empire which you name, 
You fwore you ſought but to prote& your flame : _ 
And now your Stars have flatter*d you, muſt I 
For the reward of all my kindneſs die ? 
Oh Titus ! Titus ! think what *tis you dO—— 
Muſt Berenice be ſlain, and lain by you ? _* 
Tit. *Tis true, the guilt I'll to my felf aſſume, 
And not accuſe the Army, Senate, Rome. 
It is my Glory governs me alone, | 
Elſe I by Arms could place you in the Throne. 
I know what injury my ſelf T do, 
And that I cannot live exiPd from you ; . 
But let me dye, *tis Glory I decree, 
PI live in an immortal memory ; 
Succeeding Ages ſhall my Virtues own, 
Adore:my Aſhes, and my Statues crown, 
Whilſt to the World Pve an Example ſet, 
No Stoick ſhall attempt to imitate. - 
Ber. Oh unkind Prince ! your defir”d Fame enjoy ! - 
To gain it too, inglorious ways employ : | | 
Leave'a renown'd Example when you dye, - gx 
But leave another of inconſtancy. | 
Pll ſtrive no more, I did but ſtay to hear 
(What did to me impoſſible appear) | 
The mouth which ſwore me Love this ſentence ſpeak, 
And all paſt Oaths in my own preſence break. 
Nay infidelity with pride proclaim, 
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And boſt on falſhood to.ereQ a Fame z 
That immortality ſhall thence begin, 
Great deed to ruin an unhappy Queen. 
When I am dead, the praiſe of it aſſume, 
Let your Crown'd Statues Triumph o're my Tomb 
The Conqueſt muſt immortal Glory gain, | 
A Queen for loving you, by falſhood ſlain. 
Tit. Oh ! how you tear me ! 
Bey. Yes, I may believe | 
You much for her whom you have ruin'd grieve. | 
Oh wretched me !!——why ſhow'd the beſt of Men, CFlings. her ſelf 
Whoſe noble nature does the Friendſhip gain down in. a 
Of his worſt Enemies, Heav®n not fo mild, 'C Chair. 
Who the delight of all the World is ſtild, 
Of cruelty and falſhood make his'boaſt, ; - 
' Practis'd to wretched me, who Love him moſt ? 
This; Heav*n ! is juſt *from thee ; I for his Love, 
To my Religion did unfaithful prove, . 
Contemn thy Laws, and for his ſake diſmiſs 
All hope or right in future Paradiſe : 
And he in fear of Laws, his Faith denies, 
And from my Love to future Glory flies ; 
Only when dead an empty Fame to raiſe, 
To live in Braſs, and breath in airy praiſe. 
Tit. You break my Heart. 
Bey. Farewell, oh cruel Prince ! 
- What you have done, few moments ſhall evince. 
I will not croud your way to Glory long, 
Nor will I crave Heav'ns vengeance for my wrong. 
F wouv'd not have him arm in my relief ; 
Heay*n cou'd I help it ſhowd fiot ſee my grief : 
No, I'll ſeek vengeance from another place ; 
} know your Soul, though Cruel, cannot chace 
Out of your troubled .T houghts with ſo much eaſe, 
My preſent grief, and all paſt kindneſſes 
But when my blood you on the floor ſhall ſee, | 
Each drop a Dagger to your Heart ſhall be. Ex. 
Tit. Oh! let me follow her, ſhes gone to'dye. | 
Tib. That does not need 3, her Women, Sir, are nigh, 
And they will turn thoſe thoughts out of her breaſt. 
Tit. 'm a Barbarian, I my ſelf deteſt ; 
Nero in Cruelty I have outdone. =. 
Tib, Diſmiſs your ſorrow, Sir, the Day's your own : 
- Pore not on wounds which at the preſent bleed, - 
But think of Glories which ſhall ſoon ſucceed. 
Tit. Curlſt be the Fate ſuch Victories beſtows ; 
Why ſhou'd proud Rome be ſuffer'd to impoſe 
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=” On Princes ſuch ungrateful things as theſe ? | 
; She ſhall not part, let Rome ſay what ſhe pleaſe, *' OR 
| Tib. Oh Sir ! . 
| Tit, Ye Gods ! I know not what I fay ! 
Tih. Come Sir, purſue the Triumphs of the day : 
Spur on your ſwift ſucceſs, this rebel Town 
| Subdu'd, and then you perfe&t your Renown. 
7 | Tit.. Talk not to me of fond Renown, the rude 
| 


Inconſtant blaſt of the baſe multitude : 
Their breaths, nor Souls can ſatisfaction make, 
For half the joys I part with for their ſake. 
PII not fo dear for ſordid flattry give ; 
Without Renown or Empire I can live, 
| - But not without the Queen ; ſhe, only ſhe, 
| Fame, Empire, Glory, all things.is to me. 
Go and endeavour to appeaſe her mind, j | | 
And fay, my Love ſhe ſpite of Rome ſhall find. . CEx. 
E Tib, Theſe are the ſtrugglings of departing Love 3. 
k Twill Genius in a tempeſt does remove : | 
P11 let the ſtorm conſume it ſelf, and then : 
He'll ſoon the mild Yeſpa/ian be again. | LEx: 
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CT 7 | 
_ SCENE The Palace. - , : 
 4n Alarm ; Enter Matthias, Phineas.,- Sagan. 


Aat. AP loft ! we are refign'd to Heathen rage. 
Sag. Heavn in our aid no longer does engage. 
 Phin, Have we a ſhadow twenty Ages chag'd ? 
Is all our Faith prov'd a vain Dream at laſt ? 
Mat... What ſhall we ſay ? theſe things our Reaſorx poſe: : 
The more we think, the more onr ſelves we loſe, 
Our thoughts we never can in order place ; 
-They dance, like Atoms, in a boundleſs ſpace. 
Sag. Let's think no more, but make a ſwift retreat. F 
To ſome ſtrong place, where during the fierce heat. 
Of Rage and Slaughter, we may ſhelter take, 
| And for our ſelves at leaſt Conditions make. 
| Phin, This Tower where your Daughter keeps, is ſtrong, . 
i And may, with ſome Proviſions, hold out long. 
ot Mat. Life now is much the leaſt of all my cares ; 
But of Heav'ns bounty no good Man deſpairs. Z 
Clarona. = _ FClarona gppears in the Balcony- 
1 Clar. Ha ! my Fathers voice I hear ! = 
bl : Tis he ! Oh! this diſverſes all my fear. | LESS. 
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Mat. Daughter ! ſhe anſwers not ! Oh ! I begin | 
To tremble ! all I fear*s not well within ! [Knock, 


Entey Ciarona. 


Clar. My Father here ! 1 ſcarce can ſpeak for joy ! 
I by degrees did all my Guards.employ 
To ſeek and aid you but of all I ſent, 
Not one return'd ; that all my patience ſpent, 
Of Guards forſaken, looking ev*ry hour 
For bloody Foes, and nothing in the Tow'r 
But my poor trembling Women here, and I, 
I was reſolv'd to ſeek you out, and dye. 


Entey Phedra, running. 


Phed. Haſt, Sir, the Rebels come ; you'll be too late ! 
I ſaw *em from the Tow'r; they're at the Gate ! 
They*re come ! I heard the Murd*rers call for you. 
AMat. Purſu'd by Romans, and by Rebels too ' 
Baſe Wretches ! with what danger, guilt and p. fe, 
They purchaſe Miſery, Diſhonour, Chains ; 
Total Deſtruction ! It is fit we dye, 
We fight and hinder them of Slavery. ; 
Enter John, and Phariſees. | 
Job. Kill! kill / their Idols gone : They can repair 
No longer t5 their Parthian Lucifer. 


John Eleazar, @&'c. force into the Tower. An Alarm, 
Enter Matthias, Phineas, Sagan, Clarona, Phedra, purſwd. Phineas, 
S..gan, fall dead ; Matthias wounded. 


at. For this I thank thee ; thou haſt ſet me fre 
From having ſhare in all that miſery : 
Thy wickedneſs does on thy Country bring. 

Joh. No; the vile Achan, the accurſed thing 
That made us ſtink, and all our Prayers prove 
Offence to Feav®n, we from the Land remove, 

* Thov, wanton Idol, who our Land has-ſtain'd 

With Pagan Love, aad all our Race prophar'd, 

Shalt periſh too. {F/ounds Clarona, 
Elea. By thy allurements led, | . 

That Savage Boar much blood of Saints has ſhed. - | - 


' [44 Alarm, and Shout. 


Hark, an Alarm! 
Job, The Roman Troops are near ! 
Elea. And Parthian Banners in the Streets appear ? 

Joh. 1 fear that curſed Dragon King is come! . 
He plagues us more than all the Pow?r of Rome. | | : 
 LExeunt John, Eleazar, and Phariſees. 
| " Mat. 


[John and Elea. looks out. 
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» Ma.* Oh, Daughter ! do you bleed:? 
Clar.t Too flow, 1 do: <4 

But, Sir, I hope to fall aſleep with you. ; 
Mat. The ſight oppreſles Nature; but my Mind, 

Does from thy Piety true comfort find. 

Our Temple, Nation, Glory, Faith are gone, 

And what wou'dſt thou do in the World alone 2: 

When dead we ſhall behold within the Scenes, 

What zhis dark Riddle of our Deſtru@ion means. 


' Itry to ſound this depth, hut have not Line; | 
Thick gloomy Milſts eacompaſs things Divine - | & 


Poor human underſtandings they deſpiſe ; 
Vainly proud Man endeavours to be wiſe. 
Come, Daughter, follow my Caleſtial part, 
haſte to be more an Angel than thou art. | [Dyes. 
Clay. The Light, the Splendor of our Nation's gone,. i 
A brighter in our Firmament ne're ſhone. 
In this one gallant Man does ſlaughter'd lye 
Truth, Wiſdom, Valour, Learning, Piety. 
This Tax, as Nature's Subject, 1 muſt pay, . [Weeps. 
 Thelittle time 1 in her Empire ſtay : ; 
My wound, 1 hope, will liberty beſtow 5; 
For if not Mortal, grief will make it ſo. 
| How to the Tow'r ſhall 1 convey theſe dear . 
Sacred remains ? 
Phed. 1 ſee ſome Souldiers near, 
Perhaps they may be of our Friends. 
Clar. Gotry; - 
Beg of *em this laſt Att of Charity. 
My Father fram my arms weat up to Joy, 


Now in his cold embraces | will dye. '# 
CExir, led by Phed. and Souldiers, ſome carrying off 'Matth< 


Exit. Phed., and re-en- 
ters with Souldiers. 


An Alarm, Enter Phraartes aid Monobaſus, 


Monob. Whilſt you Clarons ſearch, 1'le ſtill alarm 
The Foe,and keep our Souldiers Courage warm. 
Phraar. Does thy raſh Youth at length its error ſee ? 
But few hours fince, with fooliſh brayery 
Thou wert thy Rivals Buckler, and didſt prove 
So kind to ſave himto enjoy thy love. . 
My tenderneſs to thee has.ruin'd both.; 
But that thy Youth lpity?d, and was loth 
So many blooming hopesat once to ſhed, - 
Thy Rival, and our troubles, had.been-dead. _ 
A40n0v. | to attain the Queen did lag daipale, | 
| Ts : $7 


| 


oplac'd my happineſs in ſerving her. 
Phr. Never contemn thy ſelf ; he who will have 

Fortune or Wome love him, muſt be brave. 

Women are apt to err : that beauteous She 

Who thinks her ſelf too good, or fair for me, 

Shall be too fair for all the world beſide, 

And take vp all her pleaſure in her pride. - 

But thr ow away deſpair, for 1 am here; 

The Queen is thine, thy happineſs is near : | 

Thy Rival ſhal! ia Chains thy Nuptials grace, | ; 

And thou his Miſtreſs in his Tent embrace. 

Be gone 3 Ple follow, — When I parted hence, Exit Monob: 

My love [| truſted to this Tow'rs defence. | 

Ha! the Gates open /-——and no Guard within ! 

' Ifear this curſed Tow?r has faithleſs been : 

If it has, let but any Air, or ſound 

Offend her, 1 will bura ir to the ground. Exit; 


A Bed plac'd, a Lamp by it. Enter Clarona led by 
Phedra. She lies down on the Bed. Is 


Clar, Death, I attend thy coming; for I now 
Have finiſh*d all I have to do below. 
l hear a noiſe : theecchoing Chambers ring [Frampling within. 
With ſounds confusg'd. 


Phedra r«ns out, and returns. 


Phed. Madam, it is the King, 
Clar. And ſhall Clarona ſee him ere ſhe dyes ? . 
Es ſuch a bleſling granted to my eyes? 


Enter Phraartes: 


Phr. Silence, and darkneſs ! all's not wel), 1 fear ;—— 
I ſhake !- | | 
Clar, My Lord |! —— 
 Phr, Her Heavnly voice hear !—- 
Now to a gentle calm my paſſions fall, 
That Divine Muſick has appeas'd *em all. - | 
My Love !1-——to thy Embraces let me halle ;. + LEmbraces; 
That this to all Eternity might laſt. ? 
But ha ! thou ſigh'ſt and weep'ſt / what doſt thou aile ? 
Art thou not well ? thy cheeks are colt'and pale !— 
E3fe,. caſe my Soul, for I diſtxated/grow ! —_y 
ThEcauſe of all this pampous forrow- ſhow ! _ 
Why is-this Lawp,. this Solitude, this Bed?: 
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Speak, ere I fallin thy embraces dead, 
Clar. Inſfatiable eyes, give o're, give ore ; 
One cloſe 2nd greedy look, and then no more. 
Phr. What talk is this ? 
Clar. No longer io detain 
Your wandring thoughts, ſee there. my Father ſlaig.——— 
And the ſame bloody weapon plerc'd my breaſt, 
| ' Which ſent his Sonl to everlaſting reſt. ' 
by Phr. Plagues! tortures ! death on altby whom *twas done? 
| And me, from your defence for being gone! 
| This has exceeded all that I cou'd fear. 
And ſee ! blood !—blood is ſprinkled ev*ry where / 
Where is the wound whoſe fatal ſpring does feed 
| This purple River /=o——run for help with ſpeed !—— 
| Millions of Gold to any one for aid! 
i Confuſion /! why is not. my will obey'd ? ? 
Clar, I have had all the help that skill can give. 
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þ Phr. Is there no hopes ? 

q Clar, Moſt certain hopes. 

jp Phr. Tolive ! 

L's Clar, To live. 

#: Phr, Qh joy? : 


Clar. My joys indeed are near , * 
Ever to live in Heav'n, no longer here. 
Phr, 1s that your life ?—l fear*d that pleaſing ; tale [CAfide, 
Of Heayn, at laſt wou'd over love prevail. | 
Man is a fooliſh Pamphlex, full of Lyesz 
Lyes are his hopes, and Lyes areall his joys : 
Some promiſe him to come, and ſome to ſtay ; 1 
Thoſe never come, and theſe fly faſt away. 
Clar. Oh! how much love and Excellence 1 leave ! ! 
Phr. Oh! how much ſweetneſs ſhall the Grave receive ! 
' Clar. How is my way to Death with'pleaſures ſtrew?d ? 
That I cou'd ſtay for ever.on the Road ; | 
For ever, ever, ſlumber on this breaſt : 
Pm huſts with Muſick tq my beg——ſlog—— 
My below'd Lord——farewe—— 1987 
| Phr, She dyes ! ſhe dyes! | 
| Speak once again! open once more ttioſe _ | 
| © Phraartes ſpeaks to thee./ ſhes fled: ſhe's LR oY 
| And her pale Pifture left me in her ſtead. ay * | 
this is all of her that 1 aſt tive ——— 


£20; ia Bi ix” 


— 


| This 

| And this is too the portion bf thi Grave... OY 
| -.- Amway with tears !---.this fond-:;--this woaniſh food! —— y os 
| One kiſs !---and then----to blood--revenge---and blood. *[K iſſes. 


, Gia s !---conquring charts in death !----hefice with her, hence ! 
T O 2 ; 
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For I begin to wander from my Senſe / — 
Where are thoſe lying Prieſts, that hang the Graves 
With Maps of future Worlds ? — Shew me, you Slaves, 
Theſe Lands of Ghoſts / Where is Clarona gone ? [. Grows mad, 
Aloft ! — I ſee her monuting to the Sun! ——— | 
. T be flaming Satyr towards her dves roul, 
Ris Scorching Luſt makes Summer at the Pole. 
Let the hot Planet touch her if he dares ! 
Touch her, and I will cut-himinto Stars,. 
And the bright chips into the Ocean throw ! 
Oh! my ſick brain! ——— Where is Phraartes now ?* 
Gone from himſelf !. W ho ſhall his Senſe reſtore ? 
None, none, for his Clarona is no more! ——— 


Emer Monobaſus. 


24onob, Haſt hence, Sir ! aJll's on fire! Heav?n rains it down, 
Sends Troops of flame to prey upon the Town ! 
A Legion now the Temple round beſets,. 
Thick drops of Gold the falling building ſweats. 
The Roman: ſtrive with ſtreams of Jewiſh blood 
To quench the fire, but *ewill not be withſtood. 
A Divine fury on the Flame has ſeiz?d, 
It claims the Pile, and will not be appeag'd: 
The curſed Jews a League with it have made, 
And to deſtroy the Romays lend it aid; 
That a ſtrange mixture now you may behold, 
Rivers of Fire, of Blood, and liquid Gold. 
Phraar, | thank the Fire, it does revenge my wrong z.. 
le go and guide its rav*nous Troops along. - 
And allthe plunder 1 canfind beftow —— 
And wiſh-the World I in its arms cou'd throw, — 
 Ruine from.hence the Univerſe invade! | 
My light is ſet in an Eternal ſhade. 
Look in and ſee my wretched meaning there ——- 


Monob, Clarona Pale and Slumbring does appear- | [Looks in. 


Phraar. Dead ! dead !:-—— gone out ; that dark and fatal door. 
Which once Iock'd on us, never opens more; | 
That vaniſht light no more on me ſhall ſhine, _ 
Now I le prepare her Fun'cal Pomp and mine. 
The Macedonian King but to the ſhade 
Of a dead Friend, whole Cities offerings made... . 
Waſted wh:le Provinces, Whole Nations ſlew, , 
Then whar ſhould | for a ſlain Miſtreſs do ?.. 
| Something Ple do, but what I cannot tel | 
1 - My mighty thoughts *boveall expreſſion ſwell. 
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-. [Offers to go, Monobaſus ftays bim.] 


Aon, Oh ſtay, Sir! I have loſt a Miſtreſs too, — ' 
And want Revenge and Death as well as you. 
Embaſladors this moment Tidings bring, 
My Royal Brother*s dead, and Pm a King, 
1 ſent ?em back, and gave my Crown away, 
And here-to die with you on purpoſe ſtay ; 
For | leſs Glory. Judge it, and judge true, 
To govern Kingdoms, than to die with you. 
Phe. Gallant young King !——let me your welcome give 
To our high Rank /——much Honour we receive, 
Which I am ſorry we fo ſoon ſhow'd loſe. 
But ſince to ſhare my deſtiny you chuſe, - 
] will not ſeek to do your Glory wrong : 
No, you ſhall die with me,—-then come along, — 
Our Perſons, Fames, and Glories we will bear, 
To live and reign, we know not how nor where. 
In better Company we cannot go; : 
We dare the utmoſt of aur Fortunes know : 
Plunge into deeps and never be perplext, 
Be Kings this moment, and-be nothing next. | [CEs. 


The Scene the Temple barning, fd with J ews lamenting, 


Om. Oh /——our Temple !-——— our Tetnffle |=——— 
1. Feruſalem's loſt !—that Heav*n ſhov'd this permis!- 
This Queen of Nations now in 'duſt muſt fir. 


Enter John and Eleazar. 
Ele, What ſhall we do ? the fire does raging grow, 


- And ſtreams of People to the Romans flow. 


Fob. I've Prophets hir'd, who ſhall deliv*rance cry; {1 34T. 
And death to all that to the Roman fly... -—— 


WW 


Enter wo Prophets. 


x Pro. Lift up your heads, ye People! for this hour 
Salvation _ from:Heay'n the feat of Powr: Fu 4 
2 Pro. Salvation comes! a flaming Sword fe bears 1. 
Woe for partakers nah Idelaters. - BE ot bidke ey 


100 The DESTRUCTION Part 1]. 


Enter a Phariſee. 


Phar, Haſte, haſte ! deliv*rance on our Swords does wait! 
The Roman Tyrant at the Golden Gate 
In perſon, with a Legion of his Guard, 
With Fire encompaſs'd, is from flight debarr'd. 
Fob. Fall on; and leſt the Pagan ſhow'd retire, | 
Set the North Chambers of the Prieſts on fire. [Exentt. 


An Alarm; Enter Titus, Tiberius, Malchus, and -Antiochus. 


Tib. Gods ! at what raſh deſign does Ceſar aim, 
To plunge himſelf thus deep in Blood and Flame ? 
T:t. Oh ſave this Building ! 
Mal. Sir, all hopes are paſt, 
The mounted flame does keep his: Seat too faſt. 
" Ant. Beſides, the Dogs do their own Temple burn, 
Theſe fiery Spears againſt our Breaſts'to turn. : 


An Alarm ;, Enter an Offcer. 


Ofc. Haſte, haſte, Sir, Succours to your Legions bring, 
They fall in Crowds before the Parthian King. 
On yonder burning Mount, which all commands, - \ 
He like another flaming Mountain ſtands; | CIS 2 
And fights, and kills, with rage ſo much above 
All that is Man, the Ro-7n think him Jove. 
Some cry for Mercy, fame by Terrour fall; 
By Fear, by Fire, and him; they periſh all; 

Tit. That triple League no longer ſhall ſucceed ; 


The King, the mighty Chief of it, with fpeed | IT 


Shall be undeify'd by my own hands - 

While I aſcend with the Pretorien Bands, 

Tiberius, King Antiochas, and you i | 

The Rebels in the upper:;Fow'r: ſubdue. + 

Rebellion there has long my Pow defptd, - © 

But I will wound him now on ev'ry ſide : - 

Cur off that Hyare's head all at. a blow, - 

That no more new ones in the ſtead may grow. [Ex, 


After an Alarm within, enter Malchus and” Tiberius metng. 
F-31699 gf Bbyox2 wml & 1 667 0:3 an? «c 
Mal. To Ceſar.haſte, with all the ſpeed;youilcang 1; 4 ot 
The Parthian King. is ſomething more than Man; 
At leaſt he is in League with Pow'rs Divigce, 
For Heav'a and Earth in his afliſtance joyn : 


Voices +: 


We 
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Voices are heard, and Viſions ſeen Pth* Air, A 
Thunder and Lightning to his aid repair, 
Tb. Strange things you tell ;, and which does yet encreaſe 
7 My wonder more, the ſtrange and ſadden-Peace 
j: Is made between the Parthian King and Gods : 
*Tis not long ſince they were at mortal odds. [Exent, 


The Scene is drawn, and Phraartes, Monobaſus, and their followers are 
ſeen defending a high Rocky Mount. _ The Romans oft attempt to Scate 
it, but are beaten down by great Stones flung on their heaas : Titus, Ti- 
berius, Malchus, *Antiochus, come to their aſſiſtance, Scale the Mount 
and after ſome oppoſition aſcend and take it, After a fight wpon the Mount. 
the Scene cloſes, A ſhout of Triumph, The Scene changes to the Town, Enten 

| Titus, Tiberins, Malchus, Antiochus, Pu. 


__ 


Tit, This loud and open flattery forbear, 
This publick impudence; 1 bate to wear 
A Robe of Glory which is not my own, 
And tread on aſhes which 1 ought to Crown, 
T;b. The Parthian Monarch*s valour all muſt own x 
But that docs add the more to your Renown, 
Whoſe greater valour conquer'd ſo- much odds, 
The King, the Fire, the Thunder, and the Gods. 
Tir, Vain-glorious falſhood ſtill, and flatrry all; 
He fell by Gods, by Gods alone cou'd fall. - 
At firſt the Gods againſt the Romany fought ; . 
Ax they the Glory to deſtroy him ſought, F 
For whom the whole World's Empire was too ſmall, 
W ho was too great by mortal hands to fall. 
Tib, Pm ſure the Viſions help'd him while they ſtay%. 
Tit. They did ; but he, contemning of their aid, 
Enrag'd they intermedled with his Fame, 
Chaſing us, ſunk in Ambuſcades of flame, 
The Gods had laid, to favetheir Fayorite, Rome -- 
Yet ſcarce durſt ſtay to execute their doom, | 
But flung the burning Temple on his head; 
Then ſtraigh:i for laclier co their Heav'n they fied :- 
Thus down alive into the ſhades he felI, 
And ſteadof dying, he invascd Hell. 
© T;b, Ceſar this vaſt Revciiue of Renown. 
"4 May give away, and not impair his own.. WW 
Your Eagles now, Great Sir, their wings have ſpread: | ob” * 
_ Ofreall che Town, and ſtruck Rebellion dead. | . 
See, Mighty Sir, beneath your feet in Chains. | 
The torn diſfl:Cted Monſter's laſt remains; | 
This bloody Villalp,, Hunger 3»—this, ſurpriſe _ 2" Mp 
[Porting to Jolin and Elexzar:. 
ES Drove” 
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Drove from ſtrong Vaults, that might all force deſpiſe. 
Ant. With theſe, ſome thouſand Captives, Sir, are torn 
From their Retreats, your Triumph to adorn. 
The noble Fews in Battel choſe to fall, 
And bravely with their Coontry periſh'd all. - 
Tb, Of all the fſlain' the numbers to compute, 
The numb'ring Art of Rules is deſtitute : 
The Earth cannot ſuffice the dead for Graves, 
Nor lron Mines yield Chains enough. for Slaves. 
Tit. Theſe Slaves ſhall ſatisfie me for this guilt, 
And for the blood of all their Nation ſpilt: - 
Conduct *em hence, and Guard %em to their doom, 
They ſhall be publick ſpectacles in Rome ; 
Firſt wait on my Triumphal Chariot there, 
Then in a ſpacious Amphitheatre 
PlI for this Triumph build, be all enclos'd, 
And to wild Beaſts in open view expoy'd. 
Tib. Now Sir, that none of their ſurviving Race, 
(As ſome will from your clemency find grace) 
In after Ages may their fancies pleaſe, 
With hopes from double meaning Propheſies, 
The plaineſt ſenſe of *em we will diſplay; 
And in their ears fulfill *em all to day. 
Beſides the heaps wherewith their Scrouls abound, 
On an old Tow'r we an Inſcription found, 
Where it.was writ, — One day in Fewiſh Land 
A man ſhall riſe, who ſhall the World command. 
Theſe fooliſh Slaves apply*d the Gods intent 
Ta their baſe Nation, which to you was nant. 
On you, Sir, it ſhall be fulfild this hour, 
You are proclaim'd that mighty Emperour. 


A Shout. 


On. Long live Titas Veſpaſian, Emperouy of Rome ! » 
Tit. My thanks to all my Troops ; Pll grateful prove 
For all their, Valour, Loyalty, and Love. 
Oh ! now 1 have receiv'd the fatal bloy, : 
And muſt from Love to worlds ef Glory go : - 
Leaving all joys for ever out of ſight, 
W hich gave my Soul. in th? other ſtate delight. 
Whereis the Queen ? my promiſe { forget, 
For 1 muſt ſee, perhaps retain her yet. 
Tib. Great Sir, (as I have been inform'd) diſpleasd. 
You ſtay'd ſo lopg, ſhe has her rage appeag'd, 
And all ker ſorrow chang'd into diſdain, 


Lamenting 


| 
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Lamenting moſt, ſhe did ſo mnch complain. 

She now for ever has renounc*d your fight; 

And is preparing for a ſpeedy flight. - : 
Ant. Not far from hence, her Frain and Chariots ſtay. 
Mal. And ſte, ſhes vaild, and coming, Sir, this way, 


Enter Berenice and Semandra. 


Tit, Ah, Madam! whither ———— 
Ber, Troubl: me no more. 
Tis. 1 but one word, one look from you' implore. 
Ber, Pray, Sir, retire. 
Ti:, Wirnce does this change ariſe? 
B:r. Why talk yon, ir, with one you ſo deſpiſe ? 
You have attain'd tac Eapire you deſire, 
To th> :pp:aules of your Troops retire : 
The Mulick which did ſo delight your cars, 
And raviſh you, whilſt I lay drown'd in tears, 
Lei **m onc2 more th:ir cruel joy repeat ; 
Tl weh winrcta I have ever giv?a fo great 
Offence to all your Troops, I cannot tell, 
Except it was in loving you too well. 
Tit, Oh, Madam? do you mind a fooliſh Crowd ? 


Ber. They ſpeak their Emperor's ſenſe too plain, and loud; 


And whom you ſlight, they ſurely may contemn. 

Go, Sir, you have attain'd the Diadem 

So long deſir*d and ſought; obſervant be 

To all your Laws, and be not ſeen with me. 

Pm going now your orders to obey, 

And ſhall not long :Aift you with my ſtay. _ 
Tit. Oh! to my Lov. you great injuſtice do ; 

Do I prefer tt [mp-rial Throne to you ? 
Ber. Way elſe to 3: if:nent muſt I be ſent ? 
Tit. Oh ! Gods! a: ie you not my great conſtraint, .. 

By what ſtrong Maxims i 2: Captive led, 

W hat Pikes and Javelins guard th? Imperial Bed ? 

And it were yet more baſeneſs to ſubmit, 

And fog the ſake of Love, the Empire quit; 

That were a folly nothing con'd redeem, 

For Love, «o loſe your Love and your Eſteem, 

You wou'd look back and bloſh, to ſee your Chains 

Drag after you the wretched ſmail remains 

Of a poor Emperour deſpisd, forlorn, 

Whom you in Honour wou'd be forc'd to ſcorn. 
Ber, Theſe are great Maxims, Sir, it is confeſt, 


'Too ſtately for a womans narrow breaſt. 
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Poor Love is loſt in mens capacious minds z 
In ours it fills vp all the rooin. is finds. 
I cannot tell what Glories you. pifrſue, 
Pd quit the Empire of the-World for you, 
Tit, And, Madam, what for voy wou'd I reduſe ? 
But pcorly Empire and Revowi to loſe, 
Were all thoſe j:it precerices to forfake, 
I to {o orave 2 fieart as yours can Make z 
So giving Fame for Love, ſhould forfeit both, 
For, Madain, ſay, wou'd not your Spirit loath., 
An abj<ct Prince, who ſhould ſuch meanneſs ſhow, 
He poorly ſhculd for Love to Exile go ? 
Yet this inglorious Exile | muſt chuſe, 
Or Throne, Life, Glory, You, and all muſt loſe. 
Ber. No, you ſhall loſe no Glory for my ſake, 
I nothing from you, but my ſelf, will take : 
With too much flame 1 love Yeſpaſiar ſtill, 
To let him bear for me the leaſt of 111. 
So great a Love for you my heart contains, 
I'd go to Rome with you a Slave in Chains;. 
But think it hard you ſhould my Love requite, 
With driving me for ever from your ſight. 


Oh! Gods/ in what diſtreCions am 1 brought ? 
Ber, You of your own diſtraftions can complain z 

But mine, though greater, 1 lament in vain. 

Say all your grief is more than a pretence, 

You have Renown your loſs to recompence, 

And by your own free choice your ſelt undo z 

Burt I am into Exile ſent by you. _ 

Deſpis'd, forlorn, diſgrac'd, ioglorious made, 

Nothing in my obſcure and mournful ſhade 

To comfort me, for all the wrongs I bear, 

But death, ——- whoſe aid I will nog long defer. 


You ſhall not ſtir whilſt theſe ſad thoughts remain. 

This ſhall-noxz be the Tragical event 

Of parting : —— ſtay, unleſs ®tis your intent 

I ſhould at farewell ſome revenge afford; 

Co And at your feet fall dead upon my Sword. 
2 Ifever you would kind to me appear, 

PR If ever 7:44 to the Queen was dear, 

T7 >, Ortony life any regard you. bear. 
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Part IT. 


Tit. Muſt my Misfortunes ſtill my Crimes be thought ? 


[Offers to go Out In a paſſion, but 5s ſtopt by Titus. J 


Tit, What do you threat me with ?—ſtrive not in vain, 


» 


E M. 


Part. of ] 


Do not part from me in this ſad deſpair. 
Beren, 1 can deny you nothing ; 1will ſtill 
Live and be wretched, ſince it is your will, 
I hope though | to Exile muſt remove, 
] am nox wholly baniſh*d from your Love. 
The Laws of Rome do not their Emp'rour bind, 
At once to chaſe me from his ſight, and Mind : 
And *tis no Fundamental Rule of State, 
Of a poor Queen the Memory to late. 
Tit. | hate your Memory ! Oh moſt unkind / 
Vhy with theſe words do you afflict my Mind? 
The thought of you is all the Joy (Heav?n knows!) 
I in my glorious Baniſhment propoſe. 
Since the firſt hour my heart to love did bow, 
It never t<lt ſuch tenderneſs as now; —— > 
Witneſs theſe tears —— [Weeps. 
Beren. OhSir ! theſe are not-due ! ——— 
An Emp'rour weep ! And muſt | pity you ? 
Shew me leſs Love, that I may part with eaſe. 
Tit. Oh! Gods ! who thought of theſe extremities / 
Beren. Whocould have thought a love ſo chaſt as mine, 
So great, ſo pure, ſo yoid of all deſign, 
Should fo unfortunate to me have proy'd? 
Wou'd 1 had never ſeen or never loy'd, 


She pauſes toweep, and then proceeds. 


Well Sir, your Sorrow kindly I reſent ; 

So kindly that Ple go to Baniſhment : 

Since till Pm gone unhappy you muſt be, 

I will make room for your felicity. 

Let Pow'r Feſpaſian to her ſelf enjoy, 

I will not enviouſly by ſtay deſtroy 

So great advancement of th? Imperial Throne, 
Better one Queen, than the whole World undone. 
And for your future Peace, 1 will provide 

Some Cave this troubler of the World fhall hide, 
Where till death wililove you as before, 


But never interrypt your Glory more. [Ext 


Ti. Oh! Iam loſt ! ——— 

Tib. Now the great Combate*s done, 
All danger*s over, and the Cay?s your own. 
Altars and T<mples now. 

Tit, Oh! 1 deſpiſe. 
Thoſe flat0ring Pomps, and ſplendid Mockeries, 
Where 1 am worſhipt like a Pow*r Divine, 
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"UCTION Part IL 


& Re all ys are Fete to love but mine. 
. - My rar Ple longer on the wrack retain, 
"_ And at her Chariot ſee her once again; 
' Then gozetill wide and ſpacious Seas of Air 
Drowa the laſt view, and then for death prepare; ' 
- I mean that cedious death, which men wou'd faio, 
+ Gild with the ſpecious title of a Reign. 
ct - Prepare to march by the approach of day, 
-þ # I hate in this abandon'd place to ſtay, - 
', Where 1 am hourly with the thoughts purſu'd 
Of the Queens tears, and my Ingratitude. 


